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ro THE 5. 


OQi.urious and Serious Readers. 


: Curious Reader, 
1 propoſe 
fy your curioſity, any further than by a plain 


explication of this ſeriptural ſong, ina way ad- 
apted to the New-Teſtament- diſpenſation: and 
perhaps 'you will be at no lofs, if you find the 


equity of the parapbraſe, even where you miſs 


the cleganey of the poem; or if you find any pre- 
diqus-truth to edify your ſoul, though you ſhould 


pompous embelliſhment to gratify your” 


miſs a 
fancy, If I had been of the opinion that no poem. 
ould he 


ſee the light, but ſuch as has the name of 
ſome great and famous prefixed to it, and 
could reaſonably expett the univerſal applauſe of 
a learned age, I would never have conſented to- 
the publication of this, in a day wherein the art 
of poeſy is improved to ſuch great perfection by-. 
ſome, whoſe bright genius has made them ca- 
pable to ſet forth their poetical uctions in a 
very beautiful and ſplendid dreſs. If I thought 


that nothing. now caſt into the mould of metre 


could be uleful and edifying, but what is ſupers 
latively fine, I would have been quite diſcoura- 
ged from this attempt: but to be of this mind 
were in effect to think, there could be no whole 


by the following lines to ſatiſ- 
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ſome food but what is preſented in a-lordly diſh ; - ©. 


no god lodging in any houſe, but ſuch. as were 
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tect; nor convenient accommodation in any room 


if no cloathing were allowed but ſilk and ſatin, 


4 To the curious reader. 
built by ſome curious mechanic or famous archi- | 


or chamber, but ſuch as were finely painted, or 
hung around with very neat arras. How few 
would there be to fight for their country, if none 
were allowed to dv ſo, but mighty heroes, great 
champions, and ſuch as are head and ſhoulders. - 
higher than others? How many muſt go naked, 


and rich embroidexies? I: will be hard to perſuade. 
the world, that none ſhould write or make uſe of 
à pen, but ſach as can imitate the fineſt copper 
plate; or that none ſhould open their mouth to 
ſpeak above their breath, but ſuth as can equal the, 
fineſt orator. . - 
But though in this eſſay I. pretend not to act 
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the part of the lofty poet, yet I have endeavours. 


ed that what I hope is obvious to the vulgar, 
and not above their view, may be at the.ſametime. 
not nauſeous to the polite, nor below their view, 

if they are ſuch as can lay aſide the ſullen air ok 


criticiſm. Thoſe, to whom no plain ſerious go- 


ſpel-truths can give any. ſatisfa&ftion, and to whom 
nothing elſe but flowers of wit and flights of, 
Thetoric can give delight, do perbaps too much 
bewray their ignorance of pious pleaſures. The, | 
foul may be miſerably hungered and ſtarved, where 

the fancy only is pleaſed and feaſted · And hence: 

I look upon it as a moſt candid and ingenuous, 
acknowledgment of a famous and religious poet, 

in the preface to his excellent hymns and ſpiri- 

tual ſongs, ſpeaking of ſome of them; © 1 conteſs- 

« my ſelf (ſays he) to have been too often tempted. 

% away from the more ſpiritual deſigns I pro- 


« poſed, by ſome gay and flowery expre ſſions that 


« gratified the fancy; the bright images too oft: 
äprevailed. 


l the auliur reader 2 


« prevailed above the fire of divine affeclion, and 
te the light exceeded the heat.“ Now, though+ 


he 


I own that the defect of my poetical talent mig 
lead me to an acknowledgment of a quite other # 
nature, being ſenſible how-much every paragraph: _ 
here defpairs of giving much delight to thoſe of 4 
a more refined taſte, and of pleaſing the fancy; * 
with many bright embelliſhments of poetry; yet 
the great ſcarcity. of: theſe may have this great 
advantage, that here there are few: ſuch beguti-- - 
ful flowers or bright images to tempt any man a- 
way from the ſpiritual deſign, or fo to gratify the 
fancy, as · to prevail above the fire of divine affec- 
tion, that ſhould burn in the heart with a heat 
equal to the light. Not that I am diſobliged with - 
theſe gay and flowery. expreſſions in this and o- 
ther valuable authors, whereby they are ſo apt 
to be a temptation to themſelves and their read- 
ers; even in their ſpiritual ſongs; for I muſt con · 
feſs they have been oft ſo tempting and alluring- 
to myſelf, that as 1. have frequently both here 
and elſewhere eſſayed to imitate them, by adopt- 
ing ſome of their delicious metaphors ; ſo I would 
certainly have run into the ſame fault, if I had 
been endaed with the ſame genius: only I may 
3 infer. from the forefaid-. confeſſion, that poems 
upon divine ſubjects, which afford not a train of 
thoſe gay temptations that bewitch the fancy and 
divert the imagination, may upon this account. 
be (at leaſt) not the leſs fitted for-advancing ſpi- 
ritual deſigns and divine affections. 
I am not here to make any apology for the 
metre, though ſome may judge that in this eſſay 
I have ſtudied rhyme as much as poeſy. I know 
that there may, be ggod muſic and meafure with- - 
© Gut the gingle of a crambo; and thabit is a great. 
weaknels to humour the ſound, ſo as ta darken ». 
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=” To the curious reader 


the ſenſe, 1 own, my difficulty never lay much” 


in ſtudying the crambo, with the even cadency ; 
for theſe, if they be any parts or properties of 
poeſy, occurred natively enough, without much 
thought : and perhaps it would bave been a fault 
to have lighted the rhyme deſignedly in a come 
© poſure of this. fort, fitted for the religious recrea- 


© tion of ſerious Chriſtians ; eſpecially when I find 


the forementioned eminent poet (by whoſe re- 
maiks, of which Thad a little fpecimen, Ro 
the following ſheets had been better poliſhed for 
the public, had-his circumſtances allowed a more 
cloſe and full review thereof) in his hymns, pag. 
194. by a marginal note (I find him, I ſay) hoping, 
« the reader will forgive the negleC of rhyme even 
< in the 1ſt and 3d lines of the ſtanza through-. 
© out ſome following pages ;” which ſuppoſes it 
may be a fault (in his opinion) not to kumour the 
metre in effays of this nature. But if any think 
J have done it too much, all I can aecuſe myſelf: 


of, is only that] did not neglect the rhyme when 


words favouring it appeared to me as appoſite to 
the purpoſe as others, and the low genius afford- 
ed no better. | 


Lam forry for your ſake, (curious reader), that 


precious truth is here ſet before you in ſuch a 


coarſe garb+; but if you attend to the matter, it 


will (as I ſaic) de no loſs to you, that you have 
not here many art ul embroiderics. 1 do not in- 
« geed think that ſacred truth can be ſet off in too.. 
comely a dreſs, no more than I think. that the 
holy Bible can be printed on too fine a.type : but 
ih every page and paſſage thereof were illuminated. 
or adorned with fine cuts, 1 ſuppoſe this would 


do more harm than good, and be more diverting 
than editying. 
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Th the curbuf realler; 3 


1 ſhould be glad to ſee this facred book paints 
ed forth in more lively, pure, and ſpiritual colours, 
than it can appear into, in this homely eſſay: 
however, if the picture here be bur juſt, you will 
— be much obliged to a genius that could. 
not ſet it within a curiouſly gilded frame to di- 
vert your eye from it. | 


But when you hear of the ſpirituality and re- 


ligious deſign of this poem, and that (as I may _. 
Me w in the other part of the preface) the ſubject 

thereof is not the fair Circaſſian, but the fair 
Ebriftian, and his infinitely fairer head and hub 
band - Jeſus Chriſt; though the theme be. more 
noble in itſelf, and more needfal to be read and 
conſidered, than all the wanton ſonnets in the 
world, however artfully. trimmed ; yet I am a. 
fraid this ſubject be thought ſo jejane,. inſipid, 
and unfaſhionable, that it is poſſible, after you 
have fatisfed your curioſity, fo far as to glance 
over a few lines of this book, you may throw it 
aſide like an old almanack, and ſoon give your 


judgment pro or con; and this is all the poor pro- 


fit and advantage you ſhall get by it, it you re- 
main always more_curious. than ſerious. And, 
fince I have done with you, 1 ſhall apply myſelf. 
to theſe to whom this little cflay will readily be. 
more welcome and acceptable, | „ 


: Ser ious Reager, P 
—— it is eſpecially for your ſpiritual e. 


dification and comfort, I have eſſayed in 
this manner to explain and open up the gofpel- 


that is contained in this ſacred ſong; yet F'deſign. 


not to ſay one word to you in commendation of 
This poem upon it, nor does it deſerve 1 ſhould, 
- a 4 . 
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* T1 75 ſeriout reader.” 1 


; if it cannot through the ble ſſing of God commend - 


 - itſelf to your heart and experience. But if you 
are exerciſed unto godlineſs, and acquainted with 
the ſweet life of fellowſhip and communion with 


a picture and repreſentation both of his heart 
towards you, and of your heart towards him; 
and a portraiture of the ſweeteſt experience of 
intimacy with Heaven, that the bride of Chriſt 
can have upon earth. And I judge that a 
ſong upon this ſubje ct is not unſeaſonable a- 
midſt theſe evil days, wherein the ſongs of the 
temple are like to be turned into howlings, and. 
wherein the bu le, the: Lemb's wife, is rea- 
dy to hang her harp upon the willows. How. 
deſirable were it, if this little book might prove 
a mean for helping her to ſing away her ſorrows, 
and to harmonize with the deſign of that pre- 
cious promiſe, Hoſ. ii. 15. I will give her the valley 
of Achor for a door of hope, and ſbe ſball fing there? 
To drive away the night of trouble with ſongs of 
praiſe, would be a work and exerciſe moſt ſuit- 
able to that gracious name our Lord takes ta 


 Jongs in the night. 5 ati 
We. have a divine precept, . perhaps too much 
forgotten and negleQed even among the ſerious, 


Eph. v. 18. 19 Be filled with the Spirit, 


Jpirituat ſongs, finging and making metody in your 
heart to th: Lord; and: Col. iii. 16. Let the word 
of Chrift dwell in you richly in all wiſdom ;_teaching 
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and. ſpiritual . ſongs, ſinging with grace in your 
hearts to the Lord. and how we are to ſing, .we 
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our Lord, Jeſus Chriſt, I hope you ſhall here ſee 


' himſelf, Job xxxv. 10. God our maker, who giveth. 


Speaking. to yourſelves in pſalms, and hymns, and 


and admoniſbing one another in pſalms, and hymns, 


are further taught, not only by the apoltle's ex- 
_ ample, 
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ample, 1 Cor. xiv;-2.6. IT will ſing with the ſpirit; 


ikewiſe by an expreſs divine appointment, P fal. 
x1vii. 6. 7. where the command to ſing is repeat- 

d: five times in a breath, Sing oraifee to Cod, 
ng praiſes : ſing praiſes unto our King, ſing praiſess 


acred ſong of Solomon being very myſterious and 
etaxhoricah that yousmay be the more able tos 
ing it over with . underſtanding. and judgment, 
E have endeavoured to lay open the myſleries 

metaphors thereof to your view. = 
I. have. deſignedly caſt this book into the 


tended eſpecially for the uſe of ſerious Chriſtians 
n this part of the ifland ; fo in caſe any of them 
onld fee fit to make ſome of theſe lines a part: 
f their ſpiritual-and devout. recreation in ſeeret, 
hey might, if they pleaſe, ſing them over in 
my of the tunes to which they are accuſtomed in 
aur Scotch churches, where none but the com- 
mon tunes are uſed, And in the whole I' amy 
O far fro atiempringto ſoar aloft above your: 
apacity, that where-ever I have been obliged to. 
e any words (ſuch as prolific, melliſluous, &c.): 
hich I reckon are not ſo obvious to the under- 
anding of the vulgar, I have explained» them 
pon the margin, and hope it is but very ſeldom 
any ſuch words occur to cloud and darken che. 
ſenſe to you. „ © e 
I. know that this ſacred book of ſeripture, 
herein the ſweeteſt and nobleſt inſtances of the 
grace of Chriſt toward his church and people are 
repreſented under the figure of a conjugal ſtate,. 


who have uſe d or rather abuſed their poetical art, 


and I will ſing with the under/tanding "alſo; but 


g ye praiſes . with underſtanding. Now, this 


mould of common metre; .becauſe as it was in- 


vas been greatly profaned by impure writers, 


70 the ſeriaus. ct, 1 
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the reader to his Clavis cantici prefixed to that 
book. Mr: Henry ſays, The beſt key for open- 


* 


W To the ferious reader. 


to the gratifying of carnal minds, and proſtitu 
ting this holy divine ſong to the moſt unholy ends. 
I have therefore endeavoured in this Paraphraſe 
ſo to open the import of every metaphor; as to ſe- 
cure it from being perverted and abuſed to wan- 
ton paſſions, which | hope ſhall find no handle 


here by any mode of expreſſion tending to divert 


the mind from the ſpirituality of the theme, The 
compoſure upon every text here is ſuch, as I 
think, without great violence done to it, can 
never be — to any lovers inferior to that 
glorious Bridegroom the Lamb of God, and the 
bride the Lamb's wife, as the church is deſigned, 
Rev. xxi. 9. 

I thought it needleſs here in-a prefatory way 


to offer you a key for opening this ſong, ſince: 


this has been done ſo oft and ſo well already by 
athers, and particularly Durham's book upon it, 
which is ſa common among many hands; I refer 


ing this book is the xlyth pſalm, which we find 
applied to Chriſt in the New Teſtament. Ange 
it ſeems the more fit this book be now opened in 
a way ſuited to that difpenfation, ſince Chriſt is 
more frequently and clearly repreſented in the 
New Teſtament: than in the old, as the Bride- 
groom of his church and people; for which I 
might multiply inſtances, were it needful. 


The objections of adverſaries againſt the di- 


vinity of this book are but, weak and trifling, 
while we are confirmed in the faith of its divine 


extraction, and fpiritual application to the mar- 


riage between Chriſt and his Church, by the an- 
cient, conſtant, and concurring teſtimony both 


af the Jewiſh and Chriſtian church. And hence, 


though, 
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Te the ſerious reader. Tx 
f hough, To carnal minds, it is 4 ſtower cut of 
vhich they have extracted poiſons — 
hat are ſpiritual, it is ſuννιe u ide honey and 
he honey. comb; inſomueh that ſome have made 
he mark and characteriſtic of a faint, to-find and 
xperience the ſpiritual reliſh and quickening fas 

dur of this part of ſer ipturc. 
Profane wits, who' ridjeule this lofty anthem 
s a carnal-e; or marriage*ſong, ſeem 
be at a no»plus whether to apply it to Solas 
mon's marriage with the Ægyptian princeſs, or 
Circaſſian dame; but they muſt be yet at a 
greater loſs what to make of fome — r 
nd commendations given to Solomon's bride, if 
hey were to be properly (and not figuratively} 
aderſtood. For monſtrous and ridiculous 
rere it to de ſeribe her as having an head like Car- 
vel, teeth like a flock of ſheep ; a-neſe like the tower 
f Lebanon looking ' Damaſeus, and terri- 
fe like an army with banners &. And, if So- 
omon's chariot were to- be undexſtood 
ad materially, of what matter would the 
yole it to be made, when the ma of if is ſaid to 
de paved with love? Or, if love be no material 
hing, how ſhall it be a material chariot? 'Bur 
his ſacred ſong is not the worſe, becauſe profane 
and wanton wits abuſe it, and endeavour to faſten 
their abſurd and obſcene ſenſes upon ſome paſo. 
ages of it It requires indeed, as interpreters 
acknowledge, a ſober and pious, not a fooliſly 
and laſcivious reader. It breathes forth the hot- 
eſt flames of love between Chriſt and bis people, 
nd has in all ages of the church been moſt 
weet, comfortable, and uſeful to all that have 
cad it with ſerious and fpiritual eyes. One of 
he fathers (Athanaſius). comparing this ſong with 
other ſcriptures of the On L cltamept, ſays, = 


42 Fo the ſeriout reader. 


like John the Baptiſt among the-prophets :. oth 
ſcriptures ſpeak of Chriſt as coming, and afar off 
this ſpeaks of him, and to him, as already come 
and near hand: ſo familiar and preſent is he her 
repreſented both to the faith and ſenſe of hit 
people. Zanchius makes this Jong a — 
and copy of the ſpiritual marriage with Chril. 
And another great divine (Bodius in Epb. ) calls it 
ip ſius fidei & religionis Chrifllans medulla, the vo- 
marrow and ſubſtance of faith and Chriſtias 
nity - itſelf. And therefore I hope it will not 
be reckoned an unprofitable work or ſervice, to 
open up in a homely poeſy, ſupk to the level of 
vulgar capacities, the great goſpel-myſteries con- 
tained in this allegorical ſcripture, and in a ſtrain 
- ſuited to the New-Teſtament diſpenſation. 
This eſſay ( fertous reader) being the fruit of 
ſome ſtudy and application only at leiſure hours, 
is, on this account, the work of ſeveral years; 
and though occaſions had allowed, yet the nature 
of the ſtudy, however pleaſant in itſelf, was more 
ſevere both to body and mind, than to have ak 
lowed a continued progreſs in it without many 
intermiſſions till it was fiviſhed. Some parts of 
this compolure being therefore at ſome years di- 
| ſtance from other parts of it, it is poſſible ſome 
diſcerning and- judicious readers will obſerve that 
ſome of the texts and chapters are explained with 
more life and accuracy than others; which may 
be eaſily accounted for, by every one who knows, 
that the. vein of poeſy and frame of ſpirit is ſub- 
ject to various alterations higher or lower, at 
different times. The greateſt defect I have here 
found myſelf to labour under, was with refers 
ence eſpecially to that ſpirituality of frame, hea- 
venlineſs of mind, and cloſe” communion with 
- Chriſt, that an eſſay to open this ſacred divine 
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To the ſerious reader. © 13 
öng required; ſince in it the believer's moſt in- 
imate fellowſhip with this glorious Bridegroom 
s repreſented under ſo many figurative expreſ- 
ons. However, it has been my earaeſt deſire 


— ometimes, that my labour in this might not be in 
V ain in the Lord, but that it might contribute, 
ir brough the divine bleſſing, to the inſtruction, 


dification, and comfort of the Lord's people, 
ſpecially ſuch as have little acceſs to read large 
omments upon this ſacred ſong; and particular- 
y thoſe of the congregation which I have ſo long 
ad a ſpecial concern in, and relation to, and to 


2 hom I have but very ſeldom preached upon texts 
ig In this book of the Sang of Solomon. 


It muſt be owned, there are great, depths in this 
llegorical ſcripture, the letter whereof kills theſe 
hat reſt in that, and look no further ; but the 
dirit thereof giveth life, 2 Cor. iii. 6. John vi. 


every part of this poetical book, and in applying 
ys the figures and ſimiles therein to the ſeveral graces 
5 and virtues of the Bridegroom and the bride; 
and there fore T have not admitted of any private 
thought or imagination of mine own in the in- 
terpretation of this notable part of holy ſcripture, 
without obſerving my view thereof to be agree- 
able with the jue 

upon it. Though they could afford me little 
help as to the 3 yet from them I willingly 
collefted materials. Nor did I venture to make 
a paraphraſe upon any one verſe here, üll I had 
ance conſulted them, and was ſatisfied that I 
ſhould not deviate from the current of orthodox 
writers, their judgment upon it, _of which you 
have here a ſum. T hoggh yet the paraphr 5 
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53. ; and that it requires great pains and caution 
o point out the meaning of the Holy Ghoſt, in 


gment of ſound commentators ' 
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14 To the ſerious readers 
. the longer, that I have not only enlarged mc 
upon theſe places that I reckoned were moſt em 
phatical, but alſo touched at the connection o 
one verſe and purpoſe with another, where [ 
thought it was neceſſary for the illuſtration of the 
ſcope. Nor have paſſed over any one verſe, hoy 
ever more curtly treated than others, without 
giving ſome plain view of the meaning and im 
port of it. And, if more ſeem to be ſaid upor 
any verſe in this Song than is directly imported 
in it, I hope it will be reckoned no great fault 
if what is ſaid be evidently deducible from it, e 
neceſſary for the further explication of it, and 
for adapting this paraphraſe upon an Old-Teſta- 
ment ſong, to a New-Teſtament diſpenſation, 
Beſides, the ſenſe being cramped and contracted 
within the narrow bounds of common metre, has 
ſometimes made the repetition (though not 0 
words, yet) of matter unavoidable : and though 
every explication is but an amplified circumlocu- 
tion, yet J have uſed as few repetitions as could 
conſiſt with my deſign of conveying a clear idea 
of the meaning. IE 
I thought fit to ſet down the ſcripture-text at 

large before the paraphraſe, partly that every one, 
even of theſe who would hardly be at the pains to 
conſult their Bibles, might have an opportunity 
to compare the text and the paraphraſe together; 
and partly that there-might be occaſion to mark 
upon the margin ſome of the different readings 
that the original text admits of, which I endea- 
our allo not to neglect in the paraphraſe. 
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* Wa 
Explicatory POEM, - 
UPON THE 1 


Song of So LOMO N. 


CHAP. I. The Title. 
erf. 1. The ſung of ſongs, which is Solomon's... 


H E choice of anthems * exquiſite, 
From Sol'mon's ſacred pen, 
Which doth to heav'nly love cxcite* 
The fouls of holy men. 


Its characters divine evince, 
And evidently clear, 

A wiſer king, a greater prince, 
Than Solomon is here. 


Who from above did animate 

And with celeſtial flame 
Inſpire the ſong, to equal hat "4 
Of Moſes and the Lamb. 
This to the Lamb's fair bride belongs, — 
To ſound on all her ſtrings £ 


- 
do 


Songs. 5 I 
3 With 


16 A paraphraſe on the Fong of Solomon. 


With tuneful harp the ſong of ſongs 
To Chriſt the King of kings. ri 


The CHURCH's Words, 


E 
Verſ. 2. Let him kiſs me with the kiſſes of bi 
' math: for thy love * is better than uine. ; 


Let him who in my room and place 

Did act the kindeſt part, - = 
The God of love, the Prince of peace, 

The victor of my heart, 


With ſweet endearments from above 
Let him my ſoul embrace ; 1 
To ſhew my int'reſt in his love, 
And manifeſt his grace. 
With ble ſſings of thy mouth divine 
O may I favour'd be! 


More precious is thy Jove than wine, 
More ſweet than life to me. | 0 


I was among the trait'rous crew 


Doom'd to eternal fire, b \ 
When he, to pay the ranſom, flew 
On wings of ſtrong deſire, r 


Jeſus the God with naked arms, 

Hangs an a croſs and dies, 
Then mounts the throne, with mighty charms 
T' embrace me from the ſkies, 


His mouth delicious, Heav'n reveals; 
His kiſſes from ahove 8 * 


Heb. 1hy, loves. 


his 


* 


4 . 


Are pardons, promiſes, and ſeals 
Of everlaſting love. 


do the virgins love thee. 


he oil of gladneſs and of grace, 
On thee pour'd largely forth, 
Does ſpread around in ev'ry place,. 
Thy ſavour and thy. worth. 


ike precious oil diffus'd, thy name 
Along ſuch odour ſends, 

That hence from virgin-ſouls a flame 

Of holy love, aſcends. 


hy love to them, thus ſhed abroad, 

So much inflames their heart 
With love to thee; that thou their God 
Their darling alſo art. 


O-ſav'ry names! the Prophet kind, 
Anointed to inſtruct, 

Who by his counſel leads the blind, 

To glory will conduct. 


Th anointed Prie/?, by ſolemn vow, 
Did once for ſin atone: 

The blood, that was the price, is now. 
The plea before the throne. | 


Tb' anointed Xing, to bear the ſway, 
And daſh the rebel foes, 
To make the feeble win the day, 
Though death and hell oppoſe. 


Each virgia- tongue with pleaſure ſings 
Thy laſting honours, thus; 
B 3. ä 4 ſe ſus 


X. 


4 


erſ. 3. Becauſe of the ſavour of thy good ointmenti, 
thy name is as ointment poured forth, therefors _ 


— m — 


oO 
* 


" Aparaphraſe on the S of Sebmen-. 7 


% 


18 . A paraphraſe on the Song of Soloman; 


& Teſus our Prophet ever brings 
The light of life to us. 


* Jeſus our Prieſt for ever lives 
To plead for us above. 

« jeſus our King for ever gives 

| « The bleſſings of his love.” 


Verſ. 4. Draw me, we will run after thee : 


No ſtrength to come to thee have I, 
Yea, Lord, no will to move; 

Till pow'r divine my bonds unty, 

And draw with cords of love, 


O draw me, Jeſus, by thy grace, 
Allure me by thy charms; 
Then we will run to thine embrace, 

And flee into thine arms. 


My zeal will other ſouls excite 
When I am drawn to thee ; 
With virgin-ſaints will ſinners meet, 
And run along with me. 


— —The King hath broug ht me into. his cha 
bers : we will be glad and rejoice in thee, 


The glorious King whom I beſought, 
| Anon my cry did hear : | 
Me to his pre lence-chambei brought, 
And kindly drew me near. 


Then ev'ry thing that did annoy, 
While I his abſence mourn'd, 
So quickly vaniſtv4 into joy, 
My grief to gladneis turn'd. 


We'll now exult in thec, O King, 
Wich holy chearfulnels ; 


v 
- 
8 5 — 


4 paraphraſe onthe Song of Solomon. 19 
hearts will Joy, our lips will ſing,. 
Our lives will praiſe expreſs. | 


— 


We will remember thy loue more than wins: 
the upright love thze. | 

Our grateful mem'ries will record 

This matchleſs love of thine, 


And keep the reliſh thereof, Lord,. 
Beyond the richeſt wine. 


Though fools abound, who nor deſire: 
Nor pleafure fix on thee ; 
Yet wiſdom's children all conſpire | 
To love and joy with me. 570 


Tb' upright without deceit, that prove 
Like gold without alloy, 

Make thee the object of their love, 
And centre of their joy. 


ghters of 
Jeruſalem, as the. tents. of Kedar, as the curtains: 
of Solomon. 4 


Ye that profeſſors are at large, 
Or that are weak in grace, 

Take no offence at me, I charge, 
Nor at my ſwarthy face. 


Shun not to come and ſhare with me 
Both in my love and joy, 

' Becauſe my viſage black Yo is 

With ſin and fore annoy. 


Though in myſelf Pm black indeed, 
And in my outward lot; 

Yet in my lovely, glorious Head 
I'm fair without a ſpot. 


Verſ. 5. I am black, but comely, O ye dau 


2 A paraphraſe on the Song of Se 


Duſky like: Kedar tents am I, 

O ye of Salem's race; 
But yet with SoPmon's curtains vie 
| For comelineſs by grace. 


* Verf. 6. Look not upon me, becauſe I am black, he. 
it cauſe the ſun hath looked upon me: my mot herꝰs 
children were angry with me, | 


Then gaze not with diſdainful eyes 
On me in ſable clad; | 
Nor ſlight my beauty fair, that lies 

| Within the gloomy ſhade. 


No wonder I ſo biack became, 

If ye the cauſe will note: «og 
For ſore ſun-burnt and ſcorch'd Tam 

With perſecution hot. 


Falſe brethren, that malignant race, 
| My mother's ſons untrue, 
In rage caſt duſt upon my face, 
And ſully'd all my hue. 1 


They pour'd on me what open ſhame 
Their maſice could conceive; 
With foul reproaches ſtain'd my name, 

And us'd me like a ſlave. 


They made me the keeper of the vine ard, 
but mine own vineyard h̊ we I not kept. 


They of their vineyards me the drudge 
Oppreſs'd with cruſhing care: 

Such fervile labours, ye may judge, 
My beauty much impair. 


Yea, while, alas! thus toild, I ſlept, 
And ſloch my watch remov'd, - 


e not my proper vineyard kept, 
My talents not improv d. 


ut though my folly hath me marr'd, 
And wrought my own diſtreſs ; , 
et be not at religion ſcar'd, 
Nor ſtumbled at my bliſs. 


or *gainſt myſelf I bear record, 
That hence my flay'ry flows: 

hile I neglect to ſerve my Lord, 
Im left to ſerve my foes. 


to reſt at n00n 


=» When ſins and ſuff'rings work my grief, 
And both depreſs me ſo, 
ly Lord alone aan give relief; 


To him I therefore go. 


) thou the darling of my heart, 
My ſouPs beloved one, 

ho Iſra''s kindly ſhepherd art, 
Thy paths to me make known. 


D ſhew me where thy flocks are fed, 
Where doſt thou cauſe them eat, 
\nd where thou giv'ſt em reſt and ſhade 
At noon, from ſcorching heat. 


The paſture's fat, the ſhelter vaſt, 
That does thy ſheep incloſe ; 
Fain would I feed in their repaſt, 
And reſt in their repoſe. 


Gy. 


The word is here active. 


A paraphraſe on the Song of Selman, 21 


erſ. 7. Tell me, O thou whom my ſoul loveth, whers 
thou feedeſt , and where thou makeſt thy flocks 


22 A paraphraſe onthe Song of Solomon. 
For why ſhould I be as one that turneth a 
by the flocks of thy companion? 
For why ſhould I, that am thy bride, 
Be left to ſtarve and ftray, 


Or ſeem as one that turns afide 
To any crooked way? 


All other loves my ſoul abhors, 
Thy rivals I difdain ; | 
With flocks of thy competitors 
Why ſhould I wander then? 
J all thy feign'd companions hate ; 
They are a bane to me; 


My ſoul affe cts no other mate, 
No other Lord, but thee. 


o if I knew thy fix'd abode, 
Id lodge for ever there; 


Where may I then enjoy my God? 
O tell me, tell me where. 


CH RIST's Words. 


Verſ. 8. If thou know nat, O thou faire among 
women, go thy way forth by the footfleps Fl - 
the flock, and feed thy kids beſide the ſhepherds 


tents. f 


O thou my bride, whom I eſteem. 
The faireſt of thy race, 
However black thy form may ſeem, 
While griefs do veil thy grace; 


Doſt thou not know, lovely brid 
The ſhadow of hn ARNE: 

Nor paſtures green where I abide, Fe 
And feed my little flock? £5 
- Come 


A fide 
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me follow my dire cting grace 
Which I afford to 1 ; 
| lead thee to the ſweeteſt place 


Of fellowſhip with me. 


What hence thy feet may never ſwerve, 
Nor fall in ſnares and wrack, 

he footſteps of the flock obſerve, 
And follow thou the track. 


ee how they climb the rock in droves, 
To ſocial worſhip prone; 

\ nd forthwith haunt retiring groves, 

To meet with me alone. 


eep thou the beaten good old path, - 
Yet new and living way, 

hich all my ſaints have trode by faith, 

And prayer, night and day. 

Though none of their diſlik'd eſcapes 

| Muſtibe a rule to thee, 

et follow them in all the ſteps - 
Wherein they follow me.. 


\nd, while my under-ſhepherds tents 
Are kept in good repair, 

\ttend them ſtill; for Heav'n preſents 
My choiceſt dainties there. 


Theſe op 3 are 
The paſtures of my grace: 
There feaſt thyſelf; nor thence 
Thy little tender race. | 
Bring children, ſervants, all thy kids 
Along, to feed with thee 
Thy Lord all comers welcome bids 
In offers full and fre. 


* 


debar 
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24 A paraphraſe on the Sing of Solomm, 


| Make all within thy charge to haunt 

. -Thele goodly tents of mine; 

For there my feaſts of love I grant, 
To novriſh thee and thine. 


Thus, that thy feet no more appear 
With other flocks to roam; 
In theſe my beſt incloſures here, 
Stay, till I bring thee home. 


Verſ. 9. 7 have compared thee , O my love, to « 
company of horſes in Pharaob's chariots. 


My love, on whom the ſtream unſpent 
Of my affection flows; 2 

Mine ears have heard thy heavy plaint 
About thy haughty foes : 


But they ſhall know to their remorſe, 
Their war had better be | 
To fight with Pharaoh's.chariot-horſe, 
Than dare to fight with thee. - 


To that well harneſt ſtately rout 
I have thy ſtrength compar'd; 
Becauſe my armour round about 
Is thy defenſive,guard. 


Thou mayſt contemn the burniſſit ſpear, ' 
When brandiſht in the field; 
As warlike horſes laugh at fear, 

And mock the glittring ſhield. 


This wing'd array. more fwiftly damps  < 
The foes that thee defy, 
Than conq ring chariots through the camps 
On thund'ring wheels that fly. 


* Or made thee like to, 


Weak 


» 4 


ü * 288 1 the $ ”"Y 2 2 hs, 25 
enk in-chyſelf chou art, but well 
In me reſides thy might: 


here fore, the pow'rs of carth and hell | Fd 
Need never thee affright. _- | 


thy neck with chains of gold. 
y love, I heard thee alſo moan 
Thy beauty marr'd and ſpilt; 
nd ſtile thyſelf a lothſome one, 
Deform'd with fin and guilt. 


at as my blood does counterpoilſe, - 
And all thy guilt diſplace; 

o jewel-graces, golden joys 

Do beautify thy face. 


ich virtue that thy dreſs beſpeaks 

Doth thee more richly deck, 
han rows of gems adorn the cheeks, 
Or chains of gold the neck. 


n order juſt thy graces do | 
Like ev'nly rows, maintain; 

mutual cloſe connection too, 

They're link'd as in a chain. 


hou haſt thy royal Lord to thank, 
That thee a moor betroth'd ; 
nd then conform to hi raok, 


With gold and jewels cloth'd, 
o make thy cheeks and neck ſo fair, 


rf. 10. Thy cheeks are comely with rows Nj cuel, 


Mine gave I to the ſtroke; | 
Ly cheeks to them that pluckt the hair, 
My neck to juſtice? block, 
_ "oe vert 
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26 A paraphraſe en the Song of Solomon. 
Verſ. 11. We will. make * thee borders of gold uin 


Object not, ſaying, How ſhall T, 
So weak, ſo black a ſwain, 


Such beauties in JeHovan's eye, 
Or furniſh, or maintain? 


For with united pow'r divine, 

We, Father, Son, and Sp'rit, 
Do ſtand engag'd thee to refine, 

And make thy form complete. 


Keep thou no finite pow'rs in view, 
Io grate and deck thee thus; 
Creation work, both old and-new, 
* Belongs to none but Us. 


We'll make thee yet more radiant gems a 
Of grace without thine aid, [ 

To fence thy 'robe, like golden hems 
With filver ſtuds-inlaid. 


Thy growing grace ſhall thrive, and bear 
A perfect crop at length; | 
Yet by no might within thy ſphere, 
But Our concurring ſtrength. 


Thy gold and ſilver ornament 
M.uſt ſtrong and laſting prove; 
For lo, it is the pow'rful vent 
Of Our eternal love. 


Of old, the good, the great Three-one, 
Did jointly take thy part; 

Thy naked ſoul We thought upon, 
With pity in Our heart. 


. * The word uſed for making man at erſt, Gen. i. 


I paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon; 27 

ye held a council for thy good. 

Where I, without a ſob, 

did chooſe a veſture dipt in blood, 
To buy thy. golden robe. 


The CHURCH's Words. 
7erſ. 12. While the King fitteth at his table, my 
ſpikenard ſendeth forth the ſmell thereof. 


o! Zion's King array 'd in ſtate, 
And love his luring veſt, 
lakes ample grace his royal treat, 
And me his welcome gueſt.” 


hen this his ſplendid table-head 

Is with his preſence crown'd, __ 
My graces then like ſpikenard ſpread 
Their grateful odours round. 


ith joyful heart I ſmile and ſing, 

Each grace doth riſe and run; 
As languid plants revive and ſpring. -. 
In preſence of the ſun. 


If he withdraw, they fade and faintz, © . 
Their vigour is reſtrain'd ; | | 

But, by his ſweet return, their ſcent 

And ſavour is regain'd. | 


While at his royal feaſt he ſits, 

Such verdurec freth is giv'n, K 
That ev'ry ſprig of grace emits 1 
A iragrant ſmell of heav'n. 


My glad affections leap and dance, 
When with a ſmiling face, 
The King does ſpread and countenance: 
The table of his grace. | bo Wd 
n 1 Verſ. 
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28 A paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon. 
Verſ 13. 4 bundle of myrrh is my well-beloued um 
to me ; he ſhall lie all night betwixt my breaſts. 


No wonder that my ſpikenard ſmells 
So ſweetly when he comes; 

His love, that caſts the ſcent, excels. 
The choiceſt of perfumes. 


Faith, love, and jay begin to ſtir, 
| And fpread their odours high, 
When Jeſus, like a bunch of myrrh, 
Does in my boſom lie. 


From this infolded bundle flies 
His ſavour all abroad: 

Such complicated ſweetneſs lies. 
In my incarnate God. 


Abundant virtue here I ſee 
To ev'ry caſe adapt; 
The fulneſs of a · Deity 
Is in the bundle wrapt. 


Yea, in my well-beloved Lord 

This plenitude divine, . 

Is for my uſe and comfort ſtor'd;. 
For he himſelf is mine. 


And has he deign'd thus from. above- 
To ſhew his glorious charms? 
I'll hold him faſt by faith and love, 
As in my folded arms. 


My heart and boſom, where he reſts, 
No other love ſhall know ;. | 

There he embrac'd ſhall lie, while laſts; 
The night of fin and woe, 


This ſweet repoſe ſhall wear away 
The ſhadows of the night, 


Duatil 
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til the dawning of the day 
Of everlaſting. light. Wok. 


G 14. My beloved is unto me, af A cluftet „ 
amphire in the vineyatds En gedi. , 
beſt belov'd, to whotn the e 

Of my affections flee, 
ſweeter than the ſweeteſt thinge 
Of heav'n and earth to me. 


vineyards fair of En-gedv - f — 
Are camphire cluſters ſweet 7 5 
dw infinitely more is he, : | 
In whom I am complete? =} 


hen ſin and-wrath my conſcience fs,- 
He ſtandet th for my good, 
cluſter full of righteouſneſs, 
And wrath-appeaſing blood. 


l freſh in view, I may deſign 
His dying love to me, 

e myrrh and camphire, ſweet and fat, 
New bleeding from the tree. 


faith I eat the cluſter preſt, 
And drink the blood he ſpilt: 

all love banquets, here's the beſt, 
Atonement for my guilt. 


> me this bleeding, love of hir | 
Shall ever precious be; 
hatever he to others is, 

Hes all in all to me. 


* Copher, the ſame word. that Ggnifies an atonge— 
t or propitiation. 


CE 


C3... CHRIST's- 
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3% A paraphraſe an the Song of Salmen. 


CHRIST's Words. 


Verſ. 15. Behold, thou art fair, my love; beholl 5 
thou art fair, thou haſt doves eyes. 5 


What! is thy heart a bed of reſt, 
A room reſerv'd for me? 
Behold, I come to be thy gueſt, = 
And vent my heart to thee. þ 


My truth, that can't the falſe decoy 
Of flatt'ring lips approve, 
Aſſerts to elevate thy joy, 

Thou art my pleaſant love. 


Lo, thou art fair, lo, thou art fair; 

Twice, fair thou art, I ſay; 

My righteouſneſs and graces are 
Thy double bright array. 


Though thou a ſpotted leopard, 
| And black thyſelf doſt ſee ; 
- Yet, as, a mark of my regard, 
PII ſee no ſpot in thee. 
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When to a dog of no avail 
| Thou humbly doſt compare, 
And call thyſelf a maſs of hell, 
Ev'n then I call thee fair. 


But fince thy faith can hardly own 
My beauty put on thee; 
bold! behold! twice be it known, 
Thou art all fair in me. 


I ſee the beauty of the dove 
Within thy foul that lies ; 

Affections there exattly move, 
Like turtles charming cyes. 
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A paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon.” 
o modeſt, humble, pure and chaſte, 
And faithful to their mate; 


Dn me alone they fix and reſt; 
e hol And all my rivals hate. 


The CHURCH's Words. 


Pleaſant '=— 

Vhat wonders, Lord, doſt thou per form- 
That ſtoopeſt thus ſo low, 

o put thy beauty on a worm, 

And then commend it ſo? 


hat! doſt thou praiſe a native black? 

I bluſh to find. it true: 
O lend me werds, to render back 
The praiſe to whom 'tis due. 


Lo! my beloved, thou, ev'n thou 
Art infinitely fair; 

Yea, altogether pleaſant too, 
And ſweet beyond compare. 


All comelineſs divine in. thee 
Moſt gloriouſly does ſhine ; 
What beauty thou commends in me, 
Is but the ſhade of thine. 


Doſt thou applaud the little ſtream 
That from thy fulneſs roſe? 

How highly then ſhould I eſteem 
The fountain whence it flows + 


How ſhall J thee extol, my God? 
It ſhames me to be mute, 

When thou exalts a lothſome clod, 

Wrapt in a borrow'd ſuit 


erſ 16. Behold, thou art fair, my beloved, yea; 7 


* . 


34 A paraphraſe on be Sing of Solomon” | 
But who, alas! can words invent, 
To magnify thy grace? 
' Seraphic pencils cannot paint 
The beauties of thy face. 


May my delighted eye ſtill gaze 
On charming pleaſures here; 

And what I cannot loudly praiſe, 
PII ſilently admire. 


Alſo our bed is green. 


= How can my tongue the favours hide 
That thus my heart attach ? 
For never was a worthleſs bride. 
So happy in ber match. 


Beſides, his per ſonage ſo great, 
His equipage is fine; 
His furniture and bed of ſtate, 
For fellowſhip divine. 


When here his love abroad is ſhed, . 
My ſoul, his chearful gueſt, 
Sleeps in his arms, as in a'bed 
Of holy joy and reſt. 


If wiſdom in a myſtery | 
Will Heav'n to hell betroth, 

Th' enſuing miracle muſt be 
One bed to ſerve us both. 


What kindneſs here he does avouch, 
No mortal tongue can tell; 

The Heir of heav'n has made a couch 
To hug an heir of hell. 


Lo, this our bed of ſweet ſolace, 
Green like the verdant field, 


Abundant 
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A paraphraſ on tic Song of Sohm. 
ndant fruits of holineſs - ' 2 .-- 
Does by his bleſſing yield. | 
deck our bed of nuptial loves, T 
Buds of the ſpring conveen 

pregnant ſoul ſo fertile proves, 

Pm like an olive green. 

bloſſoms of indulgent grace 

That: ſhade the temple round, | 

h lively verdure paint the place, 2 
And ſpread. the holy ground. 


17. The beams. of aur houſe are cedar, and 
f rafters * of fo +: (> 5 


nuptial-bed in Zion ſtands, 
Within our royal court : 

there the bleſſing God commands, 
There is his lov'd re ſort. 


ſtately dwelling-houſe excels 
The hats of mortal kings; 
oſe pompous courts are nothing elſe 
But ſpecious empty. things. 


ir gaudy grandeur ſhrinks away: 
Within their with'ring bow'rs; 
gilded houſe of mould'ring clay 
Is ſure and ſtrong like ours. 


holy cov/nant Heay'n commands. 
With promiſes of note; | | 
hich our houſe compacted ſtands, 


Are beams that never rot. 


Needar - wood from Lebanon, 
Nor fir ſo firm endures, 


Or galleries. + Or cypreſs. | 


— 


34 MA paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon. 
As theſe our rafters, which his own | 
Almighty pow'r ſecures. 


Thus ſtabliſht, even our lower courts: 
Defy the gates of hell; 

For everlaſting ſtrength ſupports 
The dome wherein we dwell; 


In precious cypreſs galPries here 
We walk along in ſtate; 
Such are the ordinances dear 
Of my imperial mate. 


In theſe ſweet manſions of his grace, 
L' walk with great delight, 

Till he prepare a nobler place, 
To walk with. him-in white. 


CHAP, II. 
CHRIST's Words, 


verſ. 1. I am the roſe of Sharon, and the lily q 
the valleys 0 * | 


gy CH tainted-air from Adam's bow'r, v 
O' er curſed mankind blows, . 

That no green bed, nor ſav'ry flow'r | 1 
In nature's deſert grows. 


Thou then that ſings the verdant bed, 19 
Adorn'd with flow'rs of grace; 1 
Come ſee the roſe and lily ſpread, 

That thus perfumes the place. 


4 


E Jeſus, am the fragrant: roſe, 
That healing odours yields; x 


—— onthe ng ee, 


nd free for common. . 3.1548) 
In Sharon's open | 


hat all who pleaſe, may freely Som, - 
Of lapſed human race; 

ad ſhare the ſanative perfume, 

That ſuits their ſickly caſe, _ 


y _— love ſo oft expreſt 
R 7 ilty 8 hows 
beauty in my bloody v 
Beyond the ruddy roſe. 


Should I to comely flow'rs compare 
The beauties of my face, 

Roſes and lilies, red and fair, 
Would ſtrive in it for place. 


But what's my common paint, caſt oer 
The bloſſoms of the field? 
hough Solomon in all his glore 

Muſt to their ſplendor yield. 


Their comely. form but ſerves to foil 
The flow of flow'rs above, 
— from the hotteſt heav'oly ſoil, 
y Father's fervent love; 


Who thence the lily did tranſlate 
To valleys here below, 

That virtue from my humbled ſtate 
To ſinful worms might flow : 


And that in vales of miſe 
When with'ring — fail, 

The roſe of heav'n might alſo be 
The lily of the vale. 


Verſ. 2. As the lily a the thorns 4 my ſow 
among the drughters, x 3 


* 


* eee of es, 


While 1 the coſe and ür air, 0” 
Join'd, as my title claim 
My love, the bride, muſt have a ſhare 


| Of my ename d name. e 
Mine image ſhe {6 harmleſs bears 
Amidſt a furious broil ; 
She as a lily fair appears | ; 
| Ev'n in a thorny ſoil. : 
Among the daughters of deſpite, * 


b The offspring of the earth, 
Her lily form, ſo lovely white, 
She vs her ſuperior birth. 


Beſet with briers that pierce and pain, 
Yet precious in my-view, 

She pure and harmleſs does remain 

Among the noxious-crew. 


The whole of Satar's children are 
A field of hurtful thorns, 

Enrag'd by hell to ſcratch and mar 
The flow'r that heav'n adorns. 


But I'll proyide in this turmoil J 
My lily with a ſhield ; 

And afterward a better ſoil, 
My glorious azure field. 


The CHURCH's Words. 


Verſ. 3. As the apple tree among the trees of the 
wood, ſo ts my beloved among the ſans m— 


My deareſt Lord has won my heart 
With his mellifluous “ tongue, 


* Sweetly eloquent. 


eee ” 


gives unworthy me a1 kg 
Both in his name-a Fa 


e to my need his.games Ai . 
As if he could not be | | Ewe * 


roſe and lily of repute, 1 ly oy ee "His h 
Without adorning me. iT ” 


is ſav'ry titles thus made-known, 
In fuch endearing ways, ,. . 
\s wrap my name Within his own, 
Proyoke my heart to praiſe. 


| wake, my foul, commend his grace, 
And ſing the livi tree, 

ho by ſuch apples of ſolace 
Commends himſelf to thee, 


bove the daughters of the earth 
Does he extol my name? 

Above the ſons of higher birth 

Iwill his praiſe proclaim. 


s garden apple-trees excel 
The foreſt's barren race, 
So ſhines my Lord o'er mortals. all, 
With a ſuperior grace, 


— 


His fruit ſo ſweet, his form ſo fair, 
His healing leaves ſo broad; 

his tree of life bears no compare 
With ſons of men, or God. 


reated ſhrubs, wild gourds be gone, 
I climb a higher tree: ä 

eſus, the living God, alone 

Yields ſhade and ſap to me. 


I ſat down under his Rados with 7 
Al abt, and his fruit was ſweet #0 my tate. 
» What 


What fool ſoever diſagrees, _ 
My ſweet experience proves, 
That Jeſus is the tree of trees, 
Among a-thouſand groves. 


From paradiſe, wherein he grows, 
He ſpreads his branches vaſt, 

To give ſweet ſhade for my repoſe, 
Sweet fruit for my repaſt. 


When ſore fatigu'd, I ſat by faith 
Beneath his cooling ſhade, 
Skreen'd from the heat of ſcorching wrath, 
My ſhelter'd ſoul was glad. 


The ſhadow of his righteouſneſs, 
The covert of his blood, 
When conſcious guilt and dread oppreſs, 
A happy peace conclude. 


This ſhadow ſhields me from the fire 
That ſtrikes the dread and awe; 

The flaming heav'n's incen ſed ire, 
And Sinai's fiery law. 


Such ſhelter this thick ſhade imparts, 

| That no temptation fierce, 

No feather'd ſhafts, nor fiery darts, 
Can once the ſhadow pierce. 


When Chriſt my ſxreen is interpos'd 
Between the flames and me, 
My joyful heart and lips unclos'd 
Adore the glorious tree. 


No mortal tongue can ſpeak the bliſs 


For then Pm ſafe from all diſtreſs 
And taſte an early heav'n. 


* 


3 Aparaphraſe on the Song of Solomon, 


That in his ſhade is givin; - = 


1 
> % 


2 
7 
P 


wn. 
/ 


4 paraphraſe on i the Song f Solomon 39 


he tree does with immortal food 

My fainting ſoul ſolace 

ith fruits, the purchaſe oft his blovd, 
The apples of his grace. 


) here's the tree of life, that gives 7 
The virtue ſinners need; . 


nliv'ning fruit, and healing leaves, 
To raiſe and cure the dead 


ardons, and pramiſes, and joys 

Upon his branches grow; 

hich, bending down with gentle poiſe, 
Unload themſelves below. 


aden with grace, his fruit he drops, 
And ſpreads my table oer, 


o pleaſe my taſte, and foed my hopes, 
Until I feaſt in glors. | 


rf. 4. He 233 me to & n houſe *, 
and his banner over me was love. 


ho but my Lord, the living tree, 2 
My leader alſo i 18, 8 | 
at brings me near to taſte and ſee 
This love and- grace of his? 


cauſe my fall, he kindly thought, 
Did nature's pow'r difplace ; - 

his wine-cellars L was brought 1 
By his almighty grace. * 


dught from his garden, to his houſe, 
To taſte more joy divine; 
dm ſipping of the apple-juice, 

To drink the 3 wine. 


C Or houſe of wine. * 
| 4 D 2 | With 


\ 


40 A paraphraſe on the Seng f Solema!. | 


With ſweet and raviſhing ſolace 
My foul was feaſted there, 
In ordinances of his grace, 
The houſe of his repair. 


And lo ! the royal flag diſplay'd, 
| Dy d with the bleeding vine, 
Mong my ſolemn entrance led 

Into his houſe of wine. 


| 


With flying colours did I move, 
And march triumphantly : 

For then was love, victorious love, 
His banner lifted high. 


This ſignal of his grace adorn'd 
That ſtately march of mine : 

And for my entertainment turn'd 
My water into wine. 


Love's conqu'ring flag for war fo near, 
Did all my fins ſubdue; 

Love led the van, love fenc'd the rear, 
Love daſht the helliſh crew. 


My fainting heart was giving o'er, 0! 
Till with his enſiga ſpread, 

My ſtandard-bearer went before, 
And all the furies fled. 


Soul now to arms ; love fights and wins, 
| This banner guards my life; 
Almighty love will flay my ſins, 

And end the bloody ſtrife. 


Still therefore to purſue the chaee, 
Till 1 triumph above; 

PI! mind the banquet of his grace, 

I The banner of his love. ; 


— 2 PP 
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A paraphraſe or nde Song of Soloman: Ar 
ith love he march'd, with love he led, | « 2 
With love he arm'd my breaſt : | 9 


ich love he drew, with — he fed, 
With love he crown'd the feaſt. 


ef * me with _ 2 + me 
* R 


>! while my mem'ry does 1 

His matchleſs bleeding love, | 2 

y ſpirit falls a bleeding too, 8 4 
My bowels melt and move. 


ye whoſe office is to bear _ 
The veſſels of his grace; 

ing flagons full of comfort heres 
And apples of ſolace. 


ge veſſels fetch without delay, 
With _ * above: — 
aſte ere my ſpirits ſwoon away z- 

Pm ſick, Ym ſick of eg 


m overcome, I. faint, I fail; 

Till love ſhall love relieve: 
ore love divine the wound can heal, 
That love divine did give. 


he agent Chriſt alone I view, 

Though now my ſoul that faints, 
ſickneſs raves of aid from you, 
That are but inſtruments. 


out the wine my Lord did bleed 
To ſtay and ſtrengthen me: 


* Here the * are in the dan! number, Stay ze 
» comfort ye me. f Straw me. 


I OR i 
3 


— 1 


we ** 


42 A paraphraſe on the Sing of Solomon. |. 
The deeper in his love I wade, | 
The ſweeter ſtill is he. 


Straw me with apples all along; 
Their taſte does ſo ſurpriſe, 
I'd lie and roll myſelf among 
© Thefe fruits of paradiſe. 


Support this ſinking heart of mine 
Beneath a weight of love, 

With living fruit, and gen'rous wine 
From azure fields above. 


I cannot ſurfeit here, nor fiſt, 
Ev'n though my cup run o'er ; 
But feed on hunger, drink on thirſt; 
And covet always more. 


Neu feaſts of love Il ſeek, to free 
And give love ſickneſs eaſe ; 
How can I lothe what ſickens me, 
So ſweet. is my diſeaſe? 


The love, the love that I beſpeak, 
Does wonders in my ſoul: 

For when Pm whole, it makes me ſie R; 
When liek, it makes me whole. 


i 
? 


More of the joy that makes me faint, * 
| Would give me prefent caſe: 

If more ſhould kill me, I'm content 
To die of that diſeaſe. 


Verſ 6. His left hand is under my head, and his 
rig ht hand doth embrace me. 


How ſoon my fainting ſoul did cry 

For cordials to be brought, 
So ſoon my Lord himſelf drew nigh, 
With more than | had fought, 


A paraphraſe on tie Song of Solomon.” 43 

fought wine-flagons, but anon 
The vine drew near to me: 

ſought but apples in my ſwoon, 

And lo, I found the tree. hl 


Vhen I on ſervants call'd in vain, 
My Lord himſelf with ſpeed 
did in his arms of love, amain. 
Uphold my fainting head. - 


y heart's deſire is now obtain'd,. 
I have my royal gueſt; 
nd, by his kind embrace ſuſtain'd; 
Do in his boſom reſt, 
le does with joys that can't be told 
My health and ſtrength repair, 
And both his hands about me hold, | 
To ſhew his tender care, | 2 


is left hand for my ſupport he 
Beneath my head doth place;. 

\nd for my comfort lendeth me 

His right hand's ſoft embrace. 


is preſence brings a plenteous ſhow'r 
Of ble ſlings from above; 

or now Pm guarded with his pow'r,, 

Aad girded with his love. 


or my ſolace, *gainſt ſin and death, * 
I feel his heav'nly charms, 

\nd for my ſafety underneath 

His everlaſting arms. 


4 


erſ. 7. I charge you ®, 0 ye daug hters of. Jeru- 
Jalem, by the roes, and.by the binds of the ficli, 


* Heb, Adjure you, ; 


* — 
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44' A paraphraſe on the Seng of Solomon. \ 
that ye tir not up, nor awake my love *, till hl 
pleaſe. J k 


Immortal love, her reſt and room 
Does in my Boſom take; 
Wo to the fury that ſhall come 
This joyful reſt to break. 


Soon as the tim'rous hinds and roes 

| Are fcar'd from ſleep and reſt, 

Would earth and hell this ſweet repoſe 
| Maliciouſly infeſt. 


O Salem's daughters, then J pray, 
And charge you ſtand in awe 

To waken love, or do what may 
Make je ſus io withdraw. 


Yea, all about me I adjure, 
Profeſſors and profane, 

Excepting neither rich not poor, 
The ſov'reign nor the ſwain; 


By pleaſant roes and loving hinds,. 

Affections emblem meet; 
By all that's dear to loving minds, 
And ev'ry thing that's ſweet; 


By all that's lovely in your eyes 
1 earneſtly obieſt, 
Since It ſus in my boſom lies, 
Ie may not mar his reſt. 


* The word my is a ſupplement, and the word 
love is in the feminine gender. She ſpeaks of Chriſt 
as that love eminently, or love in the abſtract; the 
original runs, that ye /tir not up, nor awake love, till 


it pleaſe, 


? 4 
% | = 


72 2A : * * n * e 
Atmuueßt unh , s 
gone, ſin, Satan, earthly toys, bj BL R 
Far be ye from my heart; 


pproach not to diſturb my joys, 
Nor cauſe my Lord depart. 


Iis ſmiles are free, he comes and goes, 
My happy hour is this: 3 
hy ſhould ye prove ſuch curſed foes 

To interrupt my bliſs? 


y glorious Lord now ſleeps within 
Mine arms. of faith and love; 
charge myſelf, my heatt, my ſin, 
Not once to ſtir nor move. 1 
e may as ſoy'reign countermand 
The ſignals of his grace; 
But never let a ſinful hand 
Of mine eclipſe his face. 
et no deczitful luſts attend, 
To rob me of his charms 


or curſed unbelief, to rend 
My love out of mine arms. 


all the ſpawn of hell explode, 

That would his reſt annoy ; 
O may I never grieve my God, 
Nor ſin away-my joy. 


erſ. 8. The voice of my beloved ! be hold, he co. 


meth leaping upen the mountains, ſkipping up- 
on the hills, © PORN * 


Sweet was the reſt, but ſhort the ſtay 
Of Jeſus my belov'd, 


of Or, over. 
| Who 


En | 4 
hk 
oy 12 | m_ 
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46 paraphraſe on the Song of Soloman. 
Who lately in my boſom lay, 1 2 RR 
But inſtantly remor'd. 


Thus doth my ſov'reign Lord declare 
The freedom of his charms, 
By ſlipping off, amidſt my care 

To hold him in mine arms. 


. Great hills, alas! now intervene 
Betwixt my. Lord and me; 
His voice unheard, his face unſeen: 
Stop, ſtop; L hear, I ſee. 


The voice of my beloved ſounds, | | rl 
I know the charming lyre; 

No mortal voice fo ſweetly wounds | 
And raviſhes mine ear. 


I hear the voice, I feel the dart, 
My breaſt begins to burn: 

The joyful ſound revives my heart 
With hopes of his return. 


In's volume, Lo, I come, ſaid he; 
And now I ſee him move 
> In ſolemn triumph towards me, 
On wings of wond'rous love, 


His coming in the fleſh I view, 
> Giad heav'n his march attends : 
And coming in the Spirit too, 
For lo, the dove deſcends: 


Dark. ſhades adieu, bright morning ſprings, 
Behold the gilded ſphere ! 

Incarnate love's perfumed. wings 
Now cleave the ſhady. air.. 


He, over hills and mountains high, 
Comes flyipg on the clouds, 


n 


wa 
— 
* - 


ſtately pomp advancing nigh_ 
Through all oppoſing crouds. 


principalities and pow'rs 

He makes an open ſhew; + ; 
dwn, in his march, he throws the tow'rs 
Of helPs outrageous crew. 


ſkips Oer rocks without delay, 
Nor tarries he to climb; 

hills and mountains in the way 
Are but a leap to him, 


r heaps of ſin to run he deigns, 
O'er hills of guilt to flee : 


r death, nor hell, nor wrath reſtrains 
His loving march to me. 


ſ. 9. My beloved is like a roe, or a young 
art : 


zen faith itſelf.could hardly ſee, 

What pow'r could ever pave 
rocky mountains whereon he 
Muſt come to ſeek and ſave; 


en manifold obſtructions met, 
My loving Jeſus. made 

epping ſtone of evry let 

That in his way was laid. 


hills of ſin and vales of grief, 
O'er mountains, rocks, and ſeay 
my ſalvation and relief 


He runs, he leaps, he flees. 8 


ev'ry Bether, high and low, 
That him and me did part, 
arches like the bounding roe 
Or loving youthful hart. 


7 


A paraphraſe-on the Song of Solomon. 43 


n Song of: — 


To manifeſt that his delights. . - {14} 
Were with the ſons of men, ba * 

He haſtens to reſtore their rights, : 

| And rifle Satan's e. 


No doubt remains of his good will, 
Whoſe ſpeedy march does prove 
His joyful fondneſs to fulfil | 


His purpoſes of love. 


It 


W hen heinous treſpaſſes-of mine 
Make me conclude that he 

Will never any more incline 
Again to viſit me, 


And yet I ſee him haſting near, 
And ſmiling in my face; 
How can I but adore, admire, 


And magnify his grace? 


et he ee, behind our wall, ' he ke 
eth forth“ at the windows, ſhewing + hi 
through the latteſs. 7 in 


\ 


Come, friends, admire how he renews 
The viſits of his grace, 

And in what various forms he ſhews 
The beauties of his face.” 


His darkeſt ways will prove him kind; 

For when he hides at all, 

He goes not far, but ſtands behind 
Our own partition-wall, 


Though we, alas! do build up high. 
x, hiding wall of fin: COM 


* Or rather /ooketh in, t Fleuriſbing. I 


N | 


t he'behin& it, very nigh, © 
Stands ready to come in. 


is feet no reſt can elſe where take, 
But (ſkipping, leaping, move, 
ill me the reſſing place he make, 
And center of his love. 


nd though, while in this diſtant place, 
This vale of fin and thrall; 

here's ſtill between me and his face 
A thick, a dark'ning wall; 


et diſtance alters not his love, 
Nor ought abates his care, 

hich force him through the'walkto woe, 
And make a window there: 


hat there as through a window. glaſs 
However dark and dim, 

is eye of love to me may paſs, . 
Mine eye of faith to him; 


hrough latteſſes that light Aivide, 
Through glorious goſpel: lines, 

vail of fleſh,” a pierced ide, 
His love, his 1 — ſhines. 


hus, like/a beauteous flow'r in ſpring, | 
He ſhews himſelf in ſtate, 
efore the window fHouriſning, 


And growing through the grate. 


hen my beloved Jeſus ni 
Did to my ſoul appear, 


* See verſ. 13. ; 
" 3. E 


* 


Ana et nyo lk a 


| 


— 


erſ. 10. My beloved ſpake, and ſaid unto me, Riſe 
up, my love, my f, one, and cage any , ab 


50 {poration the 1 


His matchleſs beauty charm'd mine eye, 
His gracious words mine ear. 


Why, though the ſweeteſt favours % 
| | Are in his felt embrace: 
Yet ſureft intercourſe with Heav'n 
Ts by his word of grace. 


Il therefore ſing the words he ſaid, 
And kis alluring art, 

Who me no ſilent viſit made, 
But ſpake into my heart. | 


Thy joyful ſound my ſoul reſtor'd, 
And heal'd to that degree, 

I never will forget his word 
By which he quick'ned me. 


« Riſe up, (ſaid he), my pleaſant bride, 
% And leave what thee annoys ; 

« Lay killing fears and damps aſide, 
“ And ſhare my quick'ning joys. 


« My love, there is no ſpot.in thee 
* But what my grace ſhall hide; 
« Thou art, and evermore ſhall be 
« My fair and comely. bride. 


— 


« And ſince thou'rt mine by ſolemn tie, / 
| * And Pm ſo fond of thee, s 
It ill becomes thee to be ſhy, | 


And carry ſtrange to me. 


Are mortal pleaſures worth thy ſtay? 
« Flee from their dying arms; 

% Haſte to my boſom, come away, 
“% And ſhare immortal charms. 


Verſ. 11 For bo, the Winter is paſt, the rain is 01 
and gone. 


4 « Lo T 


4 
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| ee Bei ab. * 


come, love, (ſaid he), for now thy way | 
« Is pleaſant, ſafe, and plain? 
Behold a fair, inviting day, 


« And heav'n above ſerene. ' 


Fear not the ſtorm; for, ere I gave _ 5 
« The gracious call to thee, 
Fair weather I commanded have, * 


« And calm'd the raging ſea. 


Thou haſt no dang'rons winter: flight, | 
% No drop of wrath to dread; ll 

The ſtorm did with 4, vengeance light | 
« Down on thy Surety's head. 


So full did I my charge perform 
« Once in thy room and youre 

That now no killing wrathful ſtorm 
Can blow upon thy face. 


Tem eſtuous wrath and death is paſh 
ern juſtice is appeas'd; * 

"ak. I courageous bore the blaſt, ; 4 
« All heav'n is fully pleas d. ll 


I call thee not to fight and bleed, 
© But, free of pain and toil, 
To follow thy victorious head, 
« And gather 1 in the ſpoil. 


Yea, winter of deſertion's paſt, 85 
And rain of trouble oer, 

W hile by my preſence now thou haſt 
An antepaſt * of glore. * 


* Or, faretaſte. 
| Verl. 


S2 5 A paraphraſe as the Song of Solomon: 


Verſ. 42. The flowers appear on the earth, the ti 
of the ſinging * of birds is come | | 


* Come, come; for now, beloved bride, 
Buy warming beams of grace, 

„ The youthful ſpring with flow'ry pride 
« Looks ſmiling in thy face. | 


« See lapſed nature's curſed earth, 
“ Nipt with a winter- fall, 

&« Now ble ſs'd with buas of heav'nly birth. 
And flow'rs around the ball. | 


& See Adam's dry and- bla ſted root, 

« Where briers and thorns were rife, 
Nou bud and bear un fading fruit 

„ Unto immortal life. 


“Lo, heav'n appears upon the ground 
Where hell grew up apace; 

% While earthly hearts do now abound- 
* With heav'nly flow'rs of grace. 


© The fading trees of righteouſneſs. 

« Reſume their fruitful life, 
. While I the branches lop and dreſs, 
© And bleſs the pruning knife. 


“ The preſent time of peaceful ſpring. 
6 From wint'ry bluſters free, 
Invite the heav'nly birds to ling 
« Upon the living tree. 


And the voice of the turtle + is heard in 


land. 


Heb. The time of ſinging is come, The wi 
rendered /inging, ſignifies alſo to prune or crop. 
+ By the 7uri/e ſome underſtand the Spirit, ſe 
the bride, 


40 


* | * * . | 
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A prraphraſe on the Song of Solomon: 833 
© Lo, now is heard the heav*nly dove, | 
«© The ſacred turtle's voice 


© The joyful ſound of grace and love | 
Makes drooping hearts rejoices. 


* Reſounding echoes through the plain 
„From all my little doves, _ 
That in the valleys mourn amain, 
« Melodious muſic proves. 


Their hearts that could nor joy nor mourn, 
« So cloſe bound up and pent, ' PE 

Have now, upon their Lord's return, 

« A joyful, mournful vent. 


As loving friends long diſtant do 
« Moſt joyful meet their wiſh, 
Whoſe ſorrows duging abſence, now 
« Diſſolving, ble ed afreſh, 


So wreſtling tribes in chearful mones 
“ Their Lord approaching wait, 
With joyful hearts, yet mournful tones; 
“ As turtles meet their mate. 


Sweet ſounds, alluring all that liſt, . 

e Are heard on every hand, 
Around the field that I have bleſt, 
6 And ſtifd Immanuel land. 


erſ. 13. The fig-tree putteth forth her green figs, 
and the vines with the tender grape give a good 
fmell. We | | 


Now, now is the accepted time, 
« When-heav'nly plants of grace 
All preſſing forward to their prime, 
And thriving, INS 

1 3. 


„The- 


* 


| 54 ff paraphraſe on the Song of Sloman: 
% The figs, though. yet unripe for meat, 
&«&. Appear in green aray ; 


“ Young grapes unripe for drink, yet ſweet 
„ And ſav'ry ſcents convey. a 


& With joy the early ſprigs I. ſee, : T3 C 
“ The young and tender race 
And view with pleaſure in mine eye g 


© The ſmalleſt buds. of grace. 


“ Yea, lo, the well. advanced ſpring 
© Does in abundance now 
„Not anly flow'rs for pleaſure bring, 
= —_ -* But fruits for profit too. 


& The living. vine inceſſant does. 
“ To ev'ry branch diſpenſe 

% Moſt ſweet and odorif*rous juice, 
From ſteams of hell to fence. 


« Are ſerpents ſaid to flee the ſmell. 
“Of vines, with fear and dread? 
« Perfumes of heav'n's true vine repel 


* TH old ſerpent and his ſced, 


Ariſe, my. love, my fair one, | and come 
| way A * * 


* Riſe, drooping bride, while ſpring ſo ſweet, 
In place of winter ſnell, 
Does thus by various charms invite, 
| 4. Thine eyes, and ears, and ſmell. 


% Fair love, 'tis thee I'm fond to wed, 
__*& *Tis thee F'in loth to want; 
Come to thy heav'aly mate, and bid. 
« All earthly loves avaunt. 


See verſ. 10. 


28 
A paraphraſe on the Song of: Sobmon. © 5 
Thy company and love to gain. | 
I am ſo ſtrongly bent. 


« PI ſtill inſiſt till L obtain 
« Thy full and free conſent. 


« Haſte to mine arms; for, didſt thou move 
« As Pm to thee inclin'd, 

© Thy heart would on the wings of love- 
% Outfly the baſty wind. 


verſ. 14. 0 my dove that art in | the elifts of the 
rock, in the ſecret places of the fairs, let me ſee 
thy countenance, let me hear thy voice; for ſuect 
is thy voice, and thy countenance is comely. 


« My dove, that-in the lofty rock 
««. Art. wont to neſtle high, 

% And to my wounds, when ſtorms provoke, 
As ſhelvring holes to fly); 


« In ſecret corners wont to vent 
* Thy heart to me alone, 
« Kindly to pour thy heavy plaint, 
And make thy humble mone: 


* 


3 by 7 
ne 0 why doſt thou, that built ſo high, 
t 4 Atev'ry threaUning ſhock, 
t. 80 tinyrous now. for ſhelter By _.-« 8 
. & To any lower rock? 
Why frighted from thy lofty neſt, : 


© To:lurking- holes and clifts 
« Doſt take, with ſhame and fear oppreſt,, 
such vain and forry ſhifts? 


Look up, my dove; nor bluſh, nor fear. 
Thy keavoly mate to face, 
« Who wills thee boldly to appear 


Before his throne of grace. 


— 


- 
Þift. \ 
— 
% 
4 


. 


— 
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55 A parapbraſè on the Song of Solomon mon- 
&« Lift voice and count'nance both upright. 
« With confidene= to me; | 
« And let thy voice mine ears delight, 
*© Thy countenance mine eye. 


% For ſweet's thy voice of pray'r and praiſe, - | 
= - Which pleaſe me more to hear, 

: 6 Than ever choice melodious lays 

(pl . Could charm a mortal ear. 


« Thy humbleſt mournful notes, my dove, 
„Excel, in my eſteem, 

« Their higheſt ſtrains that artful rove 
« In orat'ry ſublime. 


« Thy countenance is alſo fair, 
« And comely in mine eyes; 

& Though earthly minds with ſcornful air 
% Thy heav'nly mien deſpiſe. 


For, while my righteouſneſs complete 
* Is ſtill thy robe renown'd, | 
% My graces in thy count'nance meet, 
« And caſt their luſtre round. 


Verſ. 15. Take * us the foxes, the little foxes, th 
ſpoil the vines e for our vines have tender grape! 


„ But fince my bride's a tim'rous dove, 
Soon ſcar'd and fet aſtray; 
4 Care muſt be taken to remove 
The frightUning beaſts of prey. 


*© Of hurtful foes a helliſh brood 
“ © Againſt her peace combines; 
« As in'a vineyard foxes rude 
i Infeit the feeble vines. 


* Take, in the original, is in the plural number 
Take pc, | 


LY 


IVE oP 
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A paraphraſe on the. Song of Sehe. 5 
Let all eoncern'd in her and ume 
© Soon, at our inſtance'feize _ _ 


Tpe foxes great and ſmall ' ,.._* 
« That ſpoil the riſing i. &< | 


Ve miniſters of my affairs, 

„My vineyard who attend, 

* 1 charge you guard againſt the ſnares 
% That do the vines offend. 


All erring teachers ſoon deſcry, 
«© Deceitful workers check; 

All falſe apoſtles take and try, 

„ Refute, repel, rejet. _. 


* No.cunning- ſpoilers ſlightly mark, 

« No little foxes ſpare : 
For theſe no ſmall deſtruction work, 
No little niiſchief ſhare. 


A little fox ſoon ſpoils and rents 
* Small branches to the ſtump:. - 
A little leaven ſoon*ferments 
And leavens all the lump.. 


Our vines have ſmall and tender grapes; 
« And if the ſtrong, the big 

With much ado the hurt eſcapes, 

« How hardly will the ſprig? 


Each ſoul be alſo taught to catch 

“ Small foxes hid in heart, 
Vain thoughts, deceitful luſts, that hatch: 
% And gender grievous ſmart. 


* Their little riſing brats deſtroy, 

Their ſmall beginnings buſh ; 
«- Elſe they the buds of grace and joy, 8 
The tender branches, cruſn.“ N 
; F Vert, 
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8 A paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon. 
verſ. 16. My beloved is mine, and I am his: | 
feedeth * among the lilies f. es 0 


Such were the kindly words he ſpoke _ 
To give my ſoul repoſe ; 

Such was the order ſtrict he took 
With my diſturbing foes. 


I'll therefore boldly now aſſert, 
| While yet he hides his face, 
And own his int'reſt in my heart, 
My int'reſt in his grace. 


Lo, I am his, and he is mine, 
8 Our titles are involv'd 
My myſtic union, ſo divine, 
cannot bediſſo Ilv'd. : 


Our mutual int'reſt firm abides, 
And will endure for ay; 

Hence though behind the ſhade he hives, 
He is not far away. 


Though heav'n the nobleſt banquet yields, 
Among his flow'rs above; 

Yet here amidſt his lily- fields 
He keeps his feaſts of love. 
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'Mong ſaints whoſe robes are lily-white, 
| By waſhing in his blood, 

_ To grace the feaſt is his delight, 
Huis meat and drink and food. 


With loving care his flock he feeds, 
Upon the fatteſt place, 
Among the faireſt lily-beds, 
The paſtures of his grace. 


* Viz, Himſelf or his people. 
+ His people or his — 


1 * 
9 * 


— 


92 
_ 


A paraphraſe onthe + of Sohn. - 


y faith I wait my proper ſhare, © - + .. 
When nought by /enſe Ls: - 
nd argue from his paſt ral care 
His loving mind to mm. #4 


erſ. 17. * Until the day break + ad the fares 
flee away : A 


mong the les here below 

My Lord will feed and ſtay, 
Jntil eternal day ſhall blow 
Time's ſhady night away. 


till therefore rays of joy.remain, 
Though dampt with clouds of fear; 

ntil he cleave the ſtarry plain, 
Ang on the elouds appear. 


did ſaints of old, when wrapt in night, _ 
Believing, hope to ſee 8 
ncarnate love's ſubſtantial ligt | e 
Make legal ſhadows flee? W W 


Tis done; and now the brighter ſky * ; 
Makes goſpel grace the pawn, 71 
bat all remaining ſhades ſhall die, 


And link in ghry's dawn. 


— 


% 


4. 


ler fiery wheels with ſpeedy flight 
Shall o'er the ſhades be hurl'd, 
ind dcluges of dawning light * 4 
O'erſpread the ro hy. world. * 


et there be light, once more he'll ſay, 
Who firſt did gild the ball: 

hen up ſhall riſe the endleſs day, 
And down the ſhadows fall. 


0 Theſe words are applicable either to the _ 
0 ing or following, + Breathe or blow. 
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6 A paraphroſt on the Song of Solomon, | 


Darkneſs, the charge, #9 more to be, 
Shall hear, and foon obey, 

And clouds of ſin and ſorrow flee - 
Before the riſing day. 


The long dark nights thatkept the field, 
And domineer'd with | 
Shall then *<cſign their place, and yield 8 
To everlaſting light. 


En ordinances ſweet ſhall. paſs, 

| Which darkly ſhew him here; 
For then he'll break the looking glaſs, 

And face to face appear. 


Welcome, the great, the glorious ſtore; 
Adieu, ſweet, little pawns : 

TI doubt, and fear, and fin no more, 
When glory's morning . 


Turn „ my beloved, and be thou like a 
or a young hart upon the mountains of Bet her 


Kind Lord, till this bri . morn appear 
To my eternal bli 
Till duſky — all retlre 
And work no more diſtreſs: 


Turn, till this glorious break of day, 
O turn to me thy face, „ 
While in thy ſhady vale I ſtay, 
Deny me not thy grace. 


While circling woes depreſs my ſoul 
To various darkſome urns: 
Let circling mercies round me roll, 
By various kind returns. 


* Azinacircuit, + Or of diviſion, 


” 


— J 


er hills of ſin, and guilt, and woe, 
That place us far apart 


ome marching like the bounding roe, 
Or loving youthful hart. | 


er mountains to their mates they move, 
They fkip, they leap, they flee; 

ith equal eaſe, and ſpeed, and love 
Haſte over the hills to me. 


ough juſtly thou retire and hide, 
Thy favour ſtands unmov'd : 

| therefore own I am thy bride, 
And thou art my belev'd. 


ence ſhall dividing hills and rents 
Between my ſoul and thee, 
to my faith but arguments 

To haſte thy march to me. 


t mighty hills, o'er which to go 
Defies my feeble limbs, 

hance the glory of the roe 
That rocks and mountains climbs. 


ficulties ſo huge to me 
I never can remove, 

but occaſions fair to thee 
To ſhew thine active love. 


t riſing mountains haſte the view 

Of all-ſurmounting might: 

d ev'ning ſhades, the falling dew 
Of love, till morning · light. 


F 
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62 A paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon; 1 


£4, Ml: 


\ 


The CHURCH 8 Words. 


Verſ. 1. By night on my bed I ſought him whom 
ſoul loveth + I ſought him, but I found him not, 


| W HEN ſhadows dark and mountains hig 
With ſtern united might, ; 
Conſpir'd to hide him from mine eye 
Whoſe abſence is my night: 


Upon my drowſy bed alone, 
Amidſt my ſlumbers toſt, 

I ſought him, but my ſlothful mone 
And lazy labour loſt. 


Love acting ſuch a languid part, 
I felt a ſtrange diſeaſe, 

An abſent Lord, a careleſs heart, 
And reſt without releaſe, 


Juſtly the darling of my ſoul, 
Still rolling in my mind, 
Did my dull ſuit again controul ; © 
I ſought but could not find. 


verſ. 2. Till riſe now and go about the city, 
the ſtreets, and in the broad ways I will ſeek hi 
_ my ſoul lgueth : I ſought him, but I fou 

Im not. 


3 


Since my beloved won't be found 
. _ In ſuch a ſleepy road, 
uu rouſe, and riſe, and go around, 
_— The city of my God. | 


A paraphtaſe on the Song of Soloman, 63 
Fore life and vigour than before; 

Through grace, I will diſplay ; 
nd in my. ſearch frequent no more 
This, lazy, formal way.- 


ut ſhaking off my drowſy chains, 
Abour his courts I'll move, 
ith more activity and pains, 
To ſeek my deareſt love. 120 


Il ev'ry ſecret corner trace, 
And ſearch the public ſtreet; 
he ordinances of his grace, 
Till I my Saviour meet. ö 


mere reſolves 1 did not ſiſt, 
But ſought him here and there; 
et, ah, the God of Jacob miſt 
Ev'n in the houſe of pray'c 


o much did former lazineſs _ | 7 
To preſent loſs redound, | 

hat in the moſt devout addreſs 

He was not to be found: 


erſ. 3. The watchmen that go about the city, 
found me: to whom 1 ſaid, Saw ye him who 
my ſoul loveth ? 


hen was I (while Troam'd abroad) 
By faithful waichmen found, 
ho in the city of their God 


hi Perform'd their painful round. 


o whom I cry'd, with great reſpect, 
Le pilots of the blind, 
Can ye my wand'ring ſteps direct, 
« My deareſt love to find? 2 : 
7 WS ll Þ. 
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oj - as paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon. be. 
1 hope, ye who with heav'nly art, 
“ Still tread the holy ground, 


« Well know the darling of my heart, 
And where he may be found. 


« When my belov'd is hid from you, © 
« What paths, what means of grace, 

l „% What courls do ye yourſelves purſue, 
| | “To fee his Jovely face? 


Tell me, ye watchmen of the night, 
I pray you, tell me where 
Did ye eſpy my ſouPs delight? | 
«© That I may ſeek him there. 


* 


4 


« O happy ſtars, if ye might be 
« My guides to Jeſus now! 
„ Scers, did ye my Saviour fee ? 
% Pray tell me where, and how?” 


But, ah, no lips of ſaints or prieſts 
My preſent ' plaint could ſtay ; 

All were but dry and empty breaſts, 
While Jeſus was away. 


My teachers left me ſtill in doubt, 
While he with-held his grace: 

Ev'n when their doctrine found me out, 
And touch'd my very caſe. 


Though public means no preſent ſtop 
| Put to my bleeding wound; 
Yet, lo, the healing dew they drop, 

I ſoon in private found. 


Verſ. 4. It was beit a little that 1 paſſed from then 


Whe 
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A paraphraſe un the Song of Solomons . 6g 
7hen public ordinances fail'd | 

In eaſing my complaints; 
hen little to my help avail'd, 

Or miniſters or ſaints: 


hen means and duties nought could do, 
Though uſeful in their place, 

s open inns, and precious too, 

As ſweet canals of grace : 


et, proving as to ſucceſs weak, 

Beyond them all I paſt, 

little further ſtep to make, bes 
And found my love at laſt. ' 


hen outward conduit-pipes could vent 
No drop, to help my need; 

he little ſtep I further went, 
Was to the fountain-head: 


or paſſing through the brittle reeds, 
And but a little ſpace : 

nd looking o'er the ſervants heads, 
I ſaw the Maſter's face. 


ly truſt in means did from them paſs, 
A higher rock to climb: g: 
ut through them; as the looking-glaſs, 


1 fixt mine eyes on him. 


low ſ-on through goſpel-teleſcopes 
Faith did his glory ſpy ; 
diſmiſſing all inferior hopes, 
My heart purſu'd mine eye. 


found my ſoul's beloved chaſe, 
In all his pleaſing charms ; 

hen joyful flew to his embrace, 
And graſpt him in mine arms, 


3 ” mmmanrwF _ 


— 


« 4 a on the Song ef bn 


and would nat let him £0, nn 


_ preſence which by faith and fr 
I fought ſo much to gain, 4 
Now, when enjoy'd, with equal care 
I labour to retain. | 


I wept for joy to ſee his face, 


And, like a kindly bride, 
Inclos'd him faſt in mine embrace, 
And preſs'd him to abide. 


His preſence did ſuch bliſs imply, 
His abſence ſpch a banc; 

I now reſolv'd that he and 1 
Should never part again. 


I ſaw his ſmilin ng face, where ſtood: 
A thouſand lovely charms, 


And melted down into a flood 


Of pleaſure in his arms. 


And, lighting now on Jacob's road. 
Did equal fervour ſhow ; 


I wept and wreſtled with my God, 


And would not let him go. 


In heat of battle for the bliſs 
On pleaſant Bethel plains, 

I held him by his faichfulne ſs, 
The girdle of his reins. 


And while I made his truth my ſhield, 
His word of grace my ſtay ; 


The God of ] cob deign'd to yield, 


And could not ſay me nay. 


Of freedom great withaut offence. 
Allowing me my fill; 


A paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon. 7% . * 
Vith holy, humble violence, DENELE=. 
I won him to my will. 


ti! 7 had brought him into my mother's 
holgſẽ and into the chamber of her that conceived © 
me. | x 


hile ſuch a banquet I enjoy d, 
Such pow'r with God in pray'r, 
My court and moyen I employ'd, 
That others tao might ſhare. _ 
Remembring, while 1 ſuckt the comb, 
My ſtarving friends in Jail; 
1 brought him to my mother's home, 2 
His largeſſes to deal; | 


Tnat all my relatives might taſte 5 . 


My preſent wond'rous biiſs, TIT 
Who faint with famine in the waſte- ; 
And howling wilderneſs. N 


With ardent zeal beſought I him, 


lo let his bleſſing fall. 
On myſtical Jeruſalem *> _ 
The mother of us all. | . 
'Tis writ in Zion's infant- roll, | 
This man and that man there xY 


Was born again; and there my ſoul 
Firſt drew the vital air. * 


I therefore begg' d, her offspring free 
Might have, with peaceful days, 
The picaſure of his company 
In his approved ways. 
His preſence to her houſe I ſought, 
Its ruins to repair: 1 . 
8 70 


6 MAparaphraſe on the Song of Solomtn. 


To ſtrengthen what his hands had wrought,  - 
And ſhew his glory there. 


I pray'd him to my native home, 


As his belov'd reſort, * 
Nor did my Lord refuſe to come, * 
And grace his ſacred court. 


For there he fill'd oft to the brim 
My cup of joy, and there 

His love to me, and mine to him, 
Did mutual tokens ſhare. 


J found to my experience glad, 
That, in the wreſtling way, 

The God of jacob never ſaid 
The ſced of Jacob, nay. 


verſ. 5. I charge you, O ye daughters of Feruſa- 


lem, by the roes, and by the hinds of the field, 
that ye ſtir not up, nor awake my. love, till be 
picaſe ®, : | 


My Lord does now his joyful reſt. 


In Zion's buſom take; 
Wo to the ſin, th' unwelcome gueſt, a 
This ſweet repoſe ſhall break. 


Ye daughters of Jeruſalem, 
That love to him profeſs, 
Take care ye do not loſe the gem, 
The joy that ye poſſeſs. 


While ſome delight in hinds and roes, 
And from alarms would ſhield 


* See chap. ii. 7. the ſame words, but here they 
relate to Chriff's preſei ce in the church, the mother's 
houſe, that that be not marced, 


Their 


Let 


In l 
But 
His 
But 


A paraphraſe on the Song of Solemem 69 
Their ſoon diſturbed, ſoft repoſe, 
Upon the open fiel. 


Shall we awake our deareſt love, 
With vain and earthly noiſe, 

That may provoke him to remove 
And daſh our preſent joys? 


If ſame affect the rural charms. 
And pleaſures. of the field, 
A dearer love is in our arms, 3 
Than ever earth could yield. 


If they their pleaſing trifles would 
All undiſturb'd enjoy; 

Shan't we our deareſt darling hold = 
And hug without annoy? 


Ye then, that of my mother's houſe 
The ſons and-daughters are, - 

Be careful, while he ſtays with us, 
Leſt ye the pleaſure mar. 


While he vouchſafes to be our gueſt, 
And grace our public inn, | 
Let none of us diſturb his reſt, 


By Heav'n-provoking fin. 
In love he comes and goes, and ſo 
May leave his holy hill: 
But wo to us, if off he go 
In wrath, againſt his will. 


His will and pleaſure is a law, 
To which we muſt ſubmit : 
But never tempt him to withdraw, 
Until he judge it fit. 


The 


9 
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| 70 A paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon. "MF 


The Companions Words. 


Verſ. 6. Who is this that cometh out of the wilder. Ne 

neſs like pillars of ſmoke, perfumed with myrrh Li 
and frankincenſe, with all powders of the mer. 
_ chant? h | 


What bride is this, in bright array, 
With precious bleſſings ſtor'd, 

That gives us ſolemn charge to pay 
Such homage to her Lord? 


Up from the de ſart ſee her move 
And climb the azure ſkies; 

As from the glowing altars ſtove 
The ſmoaky pillars riſe. 


Her heart inflam'd with holy fire 
' In the devouteſt mode, 
Adventures boldly to aſpire 

Dnto the throne of God. 


As tow'ring ſmoke in air ſerene; 

„With ſtately riſing heads, 
Majeſtic mounts above the plain. 
| In lofty pyramids : 


See how her warm'd affections tow'r, 
And, with a heav'nly air, 
| Contempt on earthly glory pour, 
| As worthleſs of her care. 


['þ Perfum'd with myrrh and incen ſe ſweet, 
She ſmells like flow'ry fpring; 


| * This here is in the feminine gender, g. 4. Whit 
is ſhe that cometh up, G. 
p With 


* 


of Solomon. 71 


With ſav'ry graces, odours meet 
To entertain her Kiog, 


. 


A paraphraſe on the Song 


No precious powders from afar, 

Of which the merchant boaſts, . 
Like theſe her grateful odours are, 
Brought from Immanuel's coaſts. 


So wondꝰrous are the charms we ſpy, 
So rich\ the "broider'd robe; 

Her dazzling ſplendor blinds our eye, 

And blazes o'er the globe. 


The CHURCH's Words. 
erſ. 7. Behold, his bed *, which is Solomon's, 


O friends, what mean you, with ſurpriſe, 

On mortal me to gaze? . 
From barrow'd beauty turn your eyes 
To uncreated rays. 


— . 


Bchold the King magnifieent 
Who me ſo richly clad, 
Whom Solomon the opulent + 
Did typify and ſhade. 


ome, ſee his equipage prepar'd, 
And enſigns of renown, 
is ſtately bed, his royal guard, 
His chariot and his crown. 
is bed of ſtate in Zion ſtands, = „5 
the royal court: ; 
or there the blefling Heav'n commands, 
There is his lov'd reſort. | 
D ; a 


off * che. i, 16. + Rich, 


There, ſtill remains, as prophets vouch, | +; 


Behold the royal guard, to fence 


F or, lo, the reſting-place to guard 


72 A paraphraſe on the Song NDS,, 


And holy ſcriptures tell, 1 Th 
The Heir of heav'n's embroider'd couch - Wy 

For hugging F eirs of hell. | 
This is my reſt, here will 1 flay, ; . Wor 


In ſacred lines he ſaid: 
And, till he can his word unſay, 
He'll never change his bed. 


Tis here with pleaſure unexpreſt, 
Our mutual loves combine, 
On eaſy downs of holy reſt, 
- And fellowſhip divine. 


The furniture and coſt immenſe / rh 
About the bed may clear , 
An infinitely greater Prince Th 


Than Solomon is here. 


Threeſcore valiant men are about it, of n 
valiant of Iſrael: Verſ. 8. They ali hold ſwords, 
being expert in war ; every man hath his ſworl 
upon his thigh, becauſe of fear in the night, 


His bed on ev'ry ſide, | 
To ſhew the ſplendor of the Prince, 
The ſafety of the bride. 


A num'rous hoſt of nobler knights 
Than Solomon's brigade 

Of ſixty valiant Iſraelites 
Around his iv'ry bed. 


The hoſts of God combine, 
Thouſands of angels all prepar'd, 
And attributes divine. 


* a 
* 


They me Bag thn 


The loweſt rank that res the bed 
Are watchmen of the nigut, 

Who ſtand as centries in the ſhade, 
| Until the morning light. 


Of theſe the faithful to their prince g l 
No naked ſoldiers are, 

But arm'd complete for bold defence, 

As mighty ſons of war. 


By long experience ſxilful grown 
„They in the field command, 

And val'rous for the heav'nl y crown 
They fight with {word in hand. 


The Spirit's ſword each ready w 
Cloſe girded by his ide, 


The word of God, 0 fil the Kean 
Of Jeſus royal bride. 


hen nightly dreads her quiet mar, 
þ Their: — filence the fright, 
and from the holy ſpot debar 
The terrors of the night. 


Yea, Zion's 'Kin himſelf acclaims > 

To be her ſhield and ſhade ; 

His blood, his word, his oath, - his names 
Defend che royal bed. 


he centry is almighty win g. 
For * ſubſidy prepar'd: 

hai ſleeping couch of earthly kings 
Can boaſt of ſuch a guard? 


Lmidſt night-ſhades that fear ſuggelſ, 
Amidit t menacing harins, + 


* 


wears 


1 
- 


— 8 
* 


® Help or aid, Threataing. _ 
P tn They © 


he 


„ A paraphraſe n the Song of Solomon: 
They lie ſecure whoſe bed of reſt » 
- Is ſtrong ImmanuePs arms. 


Ye ſee that my bright array deſcry, 
; See, ſee his guarded bed; 
Where J in caſe and ſafety lie, 
Beneath his garment ſpread. 

Verſ. 9. King Solomon made himſelf a chariot of the 
wood of Lebanon. Verſ. 10. He made the ful 
lars thereof of ifilyer, the bottom thereof of gold 
the covering of it of purple; the midſt therei 
being paved with love, for the daughters Jau 
falem. | Po. a 


Ye that, amaz'd at my aſcent, 

Stand gazing to the ſky, _ FI. 
Come ſee the engine eminent, 

By which I mount, ſo high. 5 F, 


Lo, here, beſide” the reſting-place 
And bed to lay me ſott, T 
Are flying chariot-wheels of grace | 
To bear my ſoul aloft. | H 


Our Solomon, the Prince of peace, P 

The King of Zion fam'd | C 
For his renown, and my releaſe, 8 

A ſtately chariot fram'd. | N. 


He who for pleaſure made the bed, 

For peace who ſet the guard, In 
For ſolemn pomp and —— | "TY 

This glorious engine rear'd. 


He, congruous to his old decree, N 
For ſhewing forth his praiſ ca, 

A cov nant firm of promiſe free . 
Did like a chariot raiſe. 


ns an he Sig of man. 5 3 
None fram'd of Leb non fineſt wood 


By wife} engineers; 


Could equal this, ſo gay, fo got, 
And firm to endleſs. years. 


The pillars thereof, for the eaſe 
And ſupport of the weak, 


Are precious filver promiſes, 
That will nor bow nar break. 


Its bottom is a gtound-work ſure, 
Of pure and — gold, 

From bankru — gg'ry to ſecure, 
From falling thro? Y uphold. 


Its cov'ring ſafe from fin to ſhroud, 
And ſure from wrath to hide, 
purple dye, the ſcaglet flood 
rom Jeſus wounded ſide. 


For Salem's race (though ſome pur-blind ' 
Its outſide pomp but move) 

The midſt un ſeen is pav'd and lim d 
Wich velvet ſeats of love. 


He who, to ſhew his kindneſs freſh, ' : 
For human brats abroad, | | 

Came riding in a carr of fleſh, - 
The high the humble God; 


Now for his bride a ehariot fair 
Of goſpel. -grace provides; 

In which he conqu'ring ev'ry where, 
And ſhe triumphing rides. 


Verſ. 11. Go forth, o ye daughters of Zion, and be. 
hold King Solomon with the crown 1 hs hip 
mother crowned him in the * his eſpouſals, , 

——_— aa _ 


EaS8n I 


* a 


76 A paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon, 
King ]eſus? royalties each one, . S 

O Zion's daughters, ſee; - 4 Th 
The bed, the guard, the coach, the exown . | 


Preſented to your ee. Thi 
Behold my King, you'll ſtrange the leſs 
| To ſee my bright array; _-» _ MWHis 
'Tis fit I now appear in dreſs, - xd 
His coronation-day. Zi ro 
Go forth in heart, from earthly toys, 
From ſelf, that airy thin +6 On 
From ſinful pleaſures, dying joys, 
| And ſee the living King. is 
To him whom mother Zion bore, 
The crown does appertain :. But 
His Father to his mother ſwore, . 
That Solomon ſhould reign. | His 
Behold the King with wonder deep, 


Whoſe glory cannot fade, 
Jeſus through Solomon the type, 
The ſubſtance through the ſhade. 


Come ſee, believe, admire, adore, 
Heav'n-glad'ning-homage Pays 
To match his mother's crown he wore 
Upon his nuptial- dax. 


The day wherein he bleſt the earth, - 
And won his bride apart: Wo 
When ſhe him met with holy micth, 
And he rejoic'd in heart. 


The ſaints who do his image bear, 
Proclaim the high renown PEE 
Of Zion's King, who deigns to wear ©. _ 
Their praiſes as his crcow n. 


* 
fe, £ 
% * 


3 


; — 
_ 
x 5 


Iparapbhraſi on the 
They aſt the fond * maternal part, 
In joint applauding bands 


The heav'nly babe form'd in their heart 
Is crown'd with both their bands. 


His wedding and his crowning day, 
Their pompous Joys unite, _ 

To pourtray him the lovely way * 
Where grace and grandeur meet. 


Once bound unto the-altar's horns 
A victim for our dues, © © 

His head was crown'd with cruel thorns- 
By's mother-church, the Jews. 


But pleaſures now his pains repay, 
And pomp that ſuits him well, 


His Father's crown, with ſovy'reign ſwa , 


O'er heav'n and earth and hell. 


C HAP. IV. 


CHRIS T's Words. 
verſ 1. Behold, thou art fair, my love, beheld, 
thou art fair, thou haſt doves eyes within iy 
licks : thy hair 4s as a flock of goats, that appeaps 


from mount Gilead.“ 


1. Doſt human praiſe eiche w,: 
F. om zal to magnify my name, 
And give to me my due: 


By travail mine to raiſe; 


® 'Motherly, -- 1M 


— 


A Y love, who lighting gaudy fame, 


hy name no detriment ſuſtains + * 


= p * 
- . - 
- 
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— by - — * l 
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78 A paraphraſe on the Song of S e 


For, lo, I now return thy pains Wa 
By crowning thee with praiſe, 58 


My truth, that can't the falſe, decoy = 
Of flatt'ring lips approve, | 23 
Alſſſerts to animate thy joy, | Is 
Thou art my ſpotleſs love. I hk 


Lo, thou art fair; lo, thou art fair, N 
Twice fair thou art, I ſay; 
My righteouſneſs and graces are Ci 
Thy double bright array. 


Though thou a ſpotted leopard, | 

And black thyſelf doſt ſtile ;- 5 V 
Yet, as a mark of my regard,. 

I count thee free of guile. - 


When to a dog, a mite, a gnat, 
„35 40 ff chyfelf compare, a T 
And call thyſelf a helliſn brat, : 

Ev'n then I call thee fair. h D 


Thuy trembling faith will ſcarcely own: 


My comelineſs on thee; T 
Behold, behold, twice be it known, 
Thou art all fair in me. 


I ſee the'beauties of the dove 


That decks without diſguiſe; 1 
For there devout affections move, 

Like turtles charming eyes. V 
So modeſt, humble, pure and chaſte, 
So faithful to their mate; | 1 
On me alone they fix and reſt, 

And all my rivals hate. 7 L 


o 


Cc 


Thy beauteous eyes, vail'd with th lock * 
She w wiſe ſobriety: N 


\. 
_ ant 
9 1 * 


— 
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A pariphraſc on the . * 


And heavnly beauties fineſt 9 
From oſtentation free. 


Gay, like a come 232 of 

On Gilead's ſtately height, 
Is thine adorning hair, that 4h 
Thy geſture ng bright. 


No artful. curls, no pamper'd hair, 
The pride of mortal clay, 
Can parallel the heav'nly air 
Of thy wel order'd. . 


verſ. 2. Thy teeth are like a flock of. Rep that we 
even ſhorn, which came up from the waſbing 8 
whereof every ons bear twins, and none ts. bat» - 
ren among them. 


The world, firuck with thy beauty, may 
Believe thy paſture good, 


Did they thy gr — white 
That chawp the heay* "xx 5 oh 


Thy teeth, the bread of life that cul, 
And eager eat my fleſh, 14 
Are acts of faith in number full, ö 
In nature fair and freſh, 


Thy prieſts, the living bread-who break, 
And nurſe the babes new born; 
When by an equal law they act, 

Like ev'nly teeth adorn. 


None does his fellow 2 N 
Wry'd from his proper placez: AS. 

But all, as equal grinders, ſhow - | 

Due pains to feed thy race. 


They hold a comely. paritie,. 
Nor orderleſs moleſt, 


— 


> 


- \ 


© As proud oertopping teeth would be + 
Like prelates o'er the reſt. 7 ll x, 
Thine active zeal, yet mild doth keep> 
A juſt equality; XS hel 49 W 
Like ev'nly rounded flocks of ſheep, N 
New paſt the ſhearer's eye. 5 Fr 
© Thy purity exceeds their fleece 155 
W aſht in the cryſtal flood; : - | Ye 
Thy fruits of holineſs and peace. 1 * 
Outvie their num'rous brood. 
There does not in the flock appear pe 
One fruitleſs barren womb : j 
But all by twins their product bear, | 
And lead them bleeting home. Be 


Verſ. 3. Thy lips are:like a thread of ſcarlet, an Fra 
thy ſpeech is comely : thy temples are like a piece 
# | * 


a pomegranate wit hin thy hcks. Th 
I view'd thy beauteous moving lips, 
Inſtructing Salem's race, 5 7 It t 
I And dropping purcſb nectar dips, 
3 In ſavry words of grace. | Nas 
Thence ſacred pray rs and praiſe proceedu, 
So grate ful unto God; a» * WI 
Thy lips are like a ſcarlet threedi - 
Dy'd with atoning blood. 55 oo ; 
Theſe balmy lips with pleaſing voics? _. 
*- Shrill in 22 5 4 4.4109 
Salute mine ears with ſecret joys; INLET 


And ſpread a fragrant breath.- - 8 


Thy ſpeech, in praiſe, to my renown; g + 


2 * 
And pray'r for bliſs fromme; 


ou. .. 4 * c 
34 | 
1 
- 


ad 


tie) le. . 


In ſocial words, to make me known; b 
She ws grace with gravity. . 
Hence *granat-like, thy temples fair, 
Vaib'd in thy locks appear; 
While ruddy bluſhes deck thy prayr, 
When none but God can hear. 


From men thou hidſt thy rofy cheeks, 
Which ſhame for-ſin doth- fluſh $- 
Yet, ſpite of maſks, thy mein detects 


* 
' 


Thy beauteous holy bluſh. - 
verſ. 4. Thy meck is Ae the tower of David build 
ed for an armoury, whereon there hang a thow 
ſand bucklers,. all ſhields of mig hty men. 
Beſides thy coral lips and checks, > 
Thy tow'ring iv'ry neck, | 


Fram'd like a heav'aly. ſtruQture, n 
Wiſdom its architect. 


This neck of precious faith excels 
King David's ſtately tower ; 

It holds. the glorious Head, and dwells. 
Upon the rock of power. oa” 


As that was for an arm'r. buile 
Of warlike weapons right, - 
cklers gilt, 


Where hung a thouſand bu 
Al hields of men of might : 


So this moſt vig'rous faith of thine 
More conqueſt by my names, 

My words and attributes divine, 

Than many ſhields acclaims. 


Defenſive arms, io ev'ry caſe, © 
Within this tower abound; 


Vith weapons of victorious grace, % 
And bulwarks bull around, 8 


62 A paraphraſe on the Seng Solomom 
Thy neck of faith aſſimilates 
An arm'ry built upright : 
It ſtands renown'd for valiant feats 
And boldeſt acts of might. 
Faith EN her almighty King, 
Safe, ſpite of fears, can dwell; | 
And viewing death without a ting, atk 
Defy the gates of hell. 3 


6 3-_ 
x 
* * 


Verſ. 5, Thy two breaſts are like tuo young ue 
that are twins, which feed among the liies . 


Thy breaſts of love reſemble roes 

Both young delightful twins: 

In thee ſuch equal ardour glows, \ 
For God, and *gainſt thy fins. 


Thou op'neſt frank a twofold breaſt, 
Two teſt ments, and two ſeals; - 

Which to thy children yield a feaſt 
Of milk for daily meals. 


. Thine equal breaſts delight ful feed 

With milk of ſweet ſolace 

In juſt proportion to the need. | 
Of all the babes of grace. e a 


Among my flocks, the lilie-fields,. 
Where I with pleaſure feaſt, 

Thy wholeſome converſation yields. 
Sweet food with open breaſt, 


Verſ. 6. Until the day break, and the ſhadows, flie 
away, 1 will get me up to the mountain. of 
myrrh, and to the hill of frankincenſe.** | 

. 
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A paraphraſe on he Song of Selen,. 8 
I heard thy former warm bes i | 
To haſte the ſhades away, 
Or, during night, abide thy gueſt + 
Until the break of day. | 


Thy prayer ſtill in mind I bear, \A 
To which no longer mute, h 

As then I bent my liſt ning ear, 
So now I grant thy ſuit. 


In Zion mount my feet ſhall ſtay, ) 
And there I'll lodge with the, 

Until the dawn of glory's day, 
That ſhades of ſorrow flee. 


There will I ſmell the ſavour ſweet 
Of active grace and prayer; 
For Zion is my choſen ſeat, 


Pll reſt for ever there. 


Accepted off rings all mature 
My holy hill ſurround, 

Per fum'd with myrrh and incenſe pure, 
That ſpread their odours round. 


v i 


No ſpice ſo much delights the ſmell 


As incenſe ſmoking there : 
Still therefore ſhall my Spirit dwell 
Within the houſe of pray'r. 


This mount of incenſe, hill of myrrh. 

My grace ſhall ſtill adorn : 
Nor thence will I decamp or ſtir, 

Till glory's nuptial mora ; — "I 
Till to my royal courts above 


My trumpet call chee up 
To conſummate our endleſs Jove, 


And drink full pleaſure's cup. 


va. 


_ — 


8; A paraybraſe on the Song of Solomons | 
Verſ. 7. Thou art all fair, my love, there it mm 
ſpa in thee. | 2 


My love, thou ſeem'ſt a lothſome worm: 

Te uch thy deauties be + 
I ſpoke but half thy comely form; 

Thou'rt wholly fair in me. 


Whole juſtify'd, in perfect dreſs; 

Nor juſtice, nor the law N — 
Can in thy robe of righteouſneſs 5 
| Diſcern the ſmalleſt flaw. 


Yea, ſanctify'd in eviry part, 

Thou'rt perfect in deſign: 25 
And I thee judge by what thou art 

In thy intent and mine. 


Fair love, by grace complete in me, 
Beyond all beauteous brides, 
Each ſpot that ever ſullied thee 
My purple veſture hides. 


Verſ. 8. Come * with me from Lebanon, my ſpouſe, 
with me from Lebanon + look from the top of 4 
mana, from the top of Shenir and Hermon, from 

the lions dens, from the mountains of the leapards. 


Fair conſort, did I thee-betroth? - 
And get thy heart and hand? 

J urge thee by thy marriage-oath 
Regard my kind command. 

Come, come with me from Lebanon, 

This mount of vanity : | 

Faith's object, things unſeen, unknown, 

More ſuit thy high degree. 


The words here may be rea by way of promi, 
Thon ſhalt come with — | n on 


— 


, 
. 
N 
a 


* 
a 


enn eee * 


come from this world's bewinching weit ; 
O new-born ſoul forget 5 


The pompous foppiries, gay delights, 
Toys of thy native ſtate, ks 


Are mortal pleaſures worth thy ftay, 
Or dying ſhades and toys, : 
When I invite thy heart away 
To ſhare immortal joys? 


By faith look from Amana's toß, 
From Shenir Hermon fair; 
Thence over Jordan took with hope 

Where Zion's glories are. 


Let me alone poſſeſs thy heart, 
Leave ev'ry lion's den, 


From theſe wild leopard hills depart, 
The place of furious men. 


All worldly joys are overweigh'd | 
With hills of vexing care, 

And under gawdy pleaſures hide 
Some ghaſtly dang rous fnare. 


Let blinded moles in earthen hills 
Their mould'ring ſtore purſue, a 
And lick the duſt that never fills; - 
Bid thou mole-hills, aclen. 


[ll thee to higher-blifs exalt, 
For ever with thy Lord: 
Come, come thou muſt, and come thou malt, 
My love's thy wing cord 3 


Verſ. g. Thou haſt * raviſhed ny Fr my ſiſter, 
my ſpouſe ; thou haſt r my heart with en 
of th.ne eyes, with one chain of thy neck. » 


8 Or taken away my heart, I 


Thy 


86 A paraphraſe on the Song of Solomons 
Thy fellowſhi s my fond deſire, N 
Thus ſu'd by kindly calls; | 


Becauſe my vanquiſht heart on fire 
Thy beauty's captive falls. 


I cannot ſee with pleaſure, love, 
Thy feet on mountains roam; 
Nor can I reſt, until above * 
My palace be thy home. 


I own, my ſpouſe, and fiſter dear, 
Unſham'd my brotherhood ; 
We're doubly ſib, our kindred's near 
By marriage and by blood. 


Thou haſt, my Father being thine, 
In's love a filial part; | 

And I'm, (thou haſt ſo much of mine), 
Scarce maſter of my heart, | 


To thee | bear a love iritenſe, 
Ex'n to the laſt degree: Fe 
Thou in effect by violence 
Haſt rapt my heart from me. 


Of all ereated beauties brave 
Fer faſhion'd by my hand, A. 

None like thy comely graces have 
My heart at ſuch command. 


1 Al 
One glance of thy believing eye, 0 
4 One chain of thy fair neck, Ar 
| Part of thy form has raviſh'd me ; 
| Hoy muſt the whole affe ct? | Tl 
4 Thy pow'rful faith and love detains 
| | My heart trapt, yet enlarg'd, Ar 
With ſtrong delights and pleaſing chains, + 
I'm corquer'd and o'ercharg'd. 
Vers. 4 


* $ 
% 
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A paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon. 8 
Verſ. io. How: fair' is thy love, my ſiſter, my 


ſpouſe 1 how much better ir thy bue than wine! 
and the ſmell of thy ointments, than all ſpices 


Dear relative, thou in whoſe veins 
My blood and ſpirit run, | 
Bound to my heart by various chains, 

I'll in thy praiſe go on. 


How fait f how grateful unto me 
Are all thy fruits of love ! 

Thy love beyond compare I ſee, 
And with my heart approve. 


My love divine was in thine eye | = 
Prefer'd to richeſt wine: 7 
And, not to be behind with thee, 
Il ſpeak the praiſe of thine. + 


Thy love excels the choiceſt wine - 
That cheers man's heart apace; 

For, lo, this fervent grace of thine | 
Can God's 6wn heart ſolace : | 2 


No wine of off' rings once pour'd out 
Did ſuch acceptance win, % 

As does thy ſhining life without, 
From burning love within. 


All graces ſweet thy love attend, 
By me acceptance find, * 

And forth their fragrant odours ſer d, 
Like oil of pureſt kind. 3 


The holy unction pour'd on thee 
Yields to my heart a feaſt, 

And ſmells. more “ redolent to me 
Than ſpices of the eaſt, 


sweet or ſavoury, 
H 2: As 


83 A paraphraſe en the Song of Solomon. 
As ſtream upto their ſpring reflow, 
To me is thy recourſe : 


- I call thee fair, who made thee ſo; 
My love's of thine the ſource, 


Thy love's my due, becauſe of old' 
With men were my delights; . 
I joy'd in loves I ſhould behold, 
Now charm'd I'm with the fights. 


Heart-piercing love of ancient riſe 
Thou didft ſo much ingrols ; 

The wounds of love made me deſpiſe 
The torments of the croſs. 


Verſ. 11. Thy lids, O my ſpouſe, drop as the hy. 
ne y. comb honey and milk are under thy tongue, 
and the ſmell of thy garments. is like the ſmell of 
Lebanan. a | 


O ſpouſe, thy love with Iovelineſs 
Is mixt in word and walk; 

My tongue takes pleaſure to expreſs 
How I approve thy talk. - 


Drops from thy lips diſtill'd, with eaſe, 

To ſaints more ſweetneſs yield, 
Than honey com bs which buſy bees. 
Suck from the flow'ry field. 


Both Canaan's ble ſſings glide below. 
Thy ſweet inſlructive tongue: 

For thence do milk and honey flow, 
To feed and feaſt thy young. 


Thy heart ſtill with thy tongue agrees,. 
To fill the flowing tide, I 

And ſhew thou art, without diſguiſe, 
My fair and fertile bride, 


Such 


Such is thy wonted holy ſtrain, 


— 
- 


A paraphraſe on the Sing of Tobin to 
Refreſhing pleaſures load, 

Thy language in diſcourſe with men, 
And duty towards God. 


Cloth'd with my righteouſneſs, thy ſmell . 
Is like a field of bliſs: 

And hath with this, to deck thee well 
A robe of ſav'ry grace. 


Hence till abroad thy ſuvour flies - 
In works and practice fair, 

Which Lebanon's perfume outvies, 
That fcents the circling air. 


As there ſweet-ſmelling trees and flow'rs 
Did, fann'd with gales, abound 
Thy goſpel- walk ſweet odours pours 
To God and man around, 


Verſ. 12. A garden inclſedis my ſiſter, my ſpouſe + . 
a ſpring /but up, — a poſe 4 


My bride's a garden. of ſolace, 
Where fruits and flow'rs abound ; 
A ſacred ſpot, inclogd by grace, © — 
Well fenc'd and walb'd around. _ 


From common earth ſequeſtrate quite, . 
Re ſerved for my ale : 
Preſerved alſo by my might, X 
From v?lence and abuſe, "4 
A ſpring, diffuſing cryſtal ſtreams, . 
Does midſt the garden ſwell ; 


Shut up from ſultry hurtful beams 
And feet would taint the well. 


A fountain ſeab'd for ſecrecy, 
T' enhanſe the worth unſeen; 


* + 8:0 


For. 


go I paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon. 


For ſhelter and ſccurity, 
To keep it pure and clean. 


My privy-ſcal was ſtampt thereon, 
- That bliſs which Heav'n commands 
Abroad from thence in rills may run, 
And ſtreams o'er diſtant lands. 


As me the Father ſeal'd to ſpread 
For hungry ſouls heav'n's food; 
So Zion's ſprings are ſeal'd, to (hed: 
On thirſty ground a flood. 


Verſ. 13. Thy plants are an orchard of pomegra- 
nates, with pleaſant fruits, camphire, with ſpike- 
nad. Ver. 14. Spikenard and jaffron, calamus 
and cinnamon, with all, trees of frankincenſg, 
myrrh and ales, with all the chief ſpices. 


Sweet fruits all flouriſhing around 
My garden well beſeems; 
Which cannot prove a barren ground, . 
Amidſt ſuch living ſtreams, 


Thy plants of grace do parallel 
An orchardrich with trees; 
Sweet, to delight the taſte and ſmell; . 
Fair to ſalute the eyes. 


Here *granatcs young and camphire grow, 
Here ſpice and incenſe bloom, 

Nard, cinnamon, myrrh, aloes blow 
With gales a rich perfume. 


p 
Here num'rous plants with fragrant ſcent, 

And odours moſt : efin'd, | 
All in their nature excellent, 


Aud various in their kind. 


— 


A paraphraſe on the Song of Sehn. 91 

Thy blooming plants of grace diſplay  _. L 
A heav'nly foil and air; | 

And ſap divine which I convey 
Makes all the planting fair. 


> 


Wild nature's ſoil could n&er produce 
Such trees as here do ſtand 

For ſpecial pleaſure, ſpecial uſe, 
All planted by my hand. 


Verſ. 15. A fountain of 'gardens, a. well of living 
waters, and ſtreams from Lebanon. 8 


Thy pleaſant garden's blooming plants 
All others far excel; | 

For Heav'n, to thine indulgent, grants 
Streams of ſalvation's well. 


This fountain open, full and nigh, 
Makes plants their vigour yield; 

Yea, neighb'ring gardens does ſupply, | 
And each adjacent field. | 


Thy graces frank their juice convey, 
Not dript as ſhallow pails; 

But living ſprings that night and day.. 

| Flow to refreſh the vales. 

Such is thy lib'ral lowing mind, 
Nor are with penury. 

Thy ble ſſings to thy banks confin'd, 

But common as the ſea, 


My quick'ning Spirit, freely ſhed, 
That Zion's banks may flow, 

The river is, whole ſtreams do glad, 
And make the planting grow. 


The well of water here runs o'er, 
The current to maintain.; 


2 


- With 


- 


- 


„ Aparaphraft on the Sing of Sohns. 


With haſty courſe to endleſs glore, 1 
| As rivers to the main. N 
Not Jordan ſwelPd from Lebanon 
| So ſtately rolls her tide ; = F 
; As cryſtal rivers from the throne 
k Through Zion's valleys glide. . 1 
[3 : | 
| Thy rills of grace to me return, | 
6 And own their ſprings in me: 0 
As garden ſtreams fiom thence muſt run, 
- With tribute to the ſea. | 1 
The CHURCH's Words. L 


Verſ. 16. Awake, O north wind, and come, thou T 
ſouth, blow upon my garden, that the ſpices there» 
of may flow out : let my beloved come into hit gar- 


den, and eat his pleaſant fruits, Fr 
In ample praiſe, my King I hear a Le 


Make worthleſs me his theme; 
But with a ſtunn'd, aſtoniſn'd car, | 
] ſink to duſt for ſhame. | 0 


What humbling wonders he performs! w. 
On mites his picture draws ; : | 


| 
al Then makes the de ſpicable worms 
| | His ſubject of applauſe, My 
Lord, if I be a garden fair, | Th 
| On thee the praiſe muſt land: 
. For all my verdant graces were 
| i Plants of thy mighty hand, Co, 
Thy ſpicy fruits thou doſt approve, Th 


3 And deign'ſt thus to commend, _ 
"308 Are bloſſoms of thy fruitfi 1 love, 
And on thy breath depend, 


* 


be 


— on the Big of Som, 9” 


They quickly languiſh, fade and die; 
bey ceaſe to bud or flow, | 
And ſapleſs, ſcentleſs, fruitleſs lie, 8 1 
Unleſs thy Spirit blow. | 


Awake, O heavinly wind, and come, 
Excite the ſpiey vale;. - 
Blow on this garden of perfume- 


A rouſing quicPning: gale. 


On Zion's ſons,. O Sp'tit divine, 
Pour grace and gifts abroad ; 

Make 7 avon y gy of thine, 
A favour {weet to God. 


Sharp gales from chilling north command, 
To rouſe the feeds of grace: 


Then warming ſouth's ſoft wings expand, © 
Till ſpices flow apace. 


From ev'ry point, O mighty winds, 
Blow a new Pentecoſt:; 

Let blinded Atheiſtie minds / 
Know there's a Holy Ghoſt. 


O let my. beſt beloved come, 2 
And ſpread his area broad 

With — fruits of rich perfume, 
Moſt grateful to my God. | 


My garden's his, fin. all its views), 
The life, the ſap, the root; 

The product whole to him accrues, 
From whom is all the fruit. 


Come, elſe the banquet cannot ſtand; 


Come bring thy pleaſing treat, 
The fruits of thy —— hand, 


And toil with bloody ſweat. 


— * Haw. . 


PY 
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Or ſhorter thus * 1 


Am I the garden Heav'n can on, 
Where living waters flow, 

As cryſtal rivers from the throne 
To make the planting grow? 


O heav'nly wind, awake and come, 
Blow all thy gracious gales 
Oa this my garden of perfume, 
Elſe all its favour fails, 


O holy Spirit, from above 
' My with'ring heart inſpire, 
And raiſe, by various forms of love, 
As various wants require. 


Let northern breezes fill my fails 
With ſharp convincing grace : 
Then, from the ſouth, refreſhing gales 

Reſume their joyful place. | 


Make all the ſpices flow abroad, 
All graces active here, 

To entertain my Lord and-God, 
Faith, love, and joy appear. 


Let my belov'd his preſence ſweet 
Now to his garden grant, | 

To taſte his plealant fruits, and eat 
What he himſelf did plant. 


— 


CHAP. V- | 
CHRIST's Words, . 


Verf. 1. I am come into my gw den, my filter, ny voi 
ſpouſe ; I have gathered my myimh with my ſpice, 


* 


A paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon: 99 


have drunk my wine with my milk + eat, O friends, 
drink, yea, drink abundantly, O beloved. 


Y love, in anſwer to thy pray'r, 
Pm here at thy requeſt; . 
And ready both to give and ſhare - 
The pleaſure of the feaſt. 


I'm come, my ſpouſe and ſiſter dear, 
I'm to my garden:come 

To gather up my ſpice and myrrh, 
Pm pleagd with this perfume. 


My graces reliſh like a feaſt 
Of honey, milk, and wine; 
make myſelf a welcome gueſt, 
The fruits are mine and thine. 


Eat, drink, O friends, whom 1 approve, 8 
I alfo welcome you; \ 
ea, drink abundance of my love, 
Full freedom I allow. 


Tour fainting ſpirits here refreſh 
With plenty ſpread abroad, Ie 
The grace and love, the blood and fleſh 


Of your incarnate God. 


ot elect angels ever ſhare | 
Such ſtrange and matchleſs food; 
hey feaſt on their Creators care, 
Not your Redeemer's blood. 


The CHURCH's Words. 
erſ. 2. J ſleep, but my heart waketh : it is the 


ry voice F my beloved that knocketh, ſaying, Open 


ty 


95 en dog Cane” 


to me, my ſiſter, my (ous, my dove, — 
for my . . 
the drops of 4 | 


The heart of Jeſus kind I fee, 
But mine ungrateful fails; 

Two natures are at odds in me, 
And oft the worſt prevails. 


Both ſleeping fleſb I have, that refts 
In ſloth unto my ſhame; 
And waking grace, that ſtill proteſts - 
Againſt the lazy frame. 


Hence, though I ſleep, I at my heart 
Some inward knocking hear ; 

Tis Jeſus voice, his loving dart 
Thus wounds my waking ear. | 


« Come, open, my unſpotted dove, 
„ Thy heart I f bolted find ; 

% Awake, my lifter; cife, my love, 
Let in thy deareſt friend. 


« Wrath's mid-night ſhow'r bedew'd my locks, 
Storms on my head did blow: 

%% Wilt thou unkindly flight my knocks 
«© Who ſuffer'd for thee ſo, 


„ And now ſtand waiting patiently | 
«© To give the purchagd good, Th 

« At preſent ready to apply 
The bleſſings of my blood?? - + 


Verf. 3. I have put off my coat, how ſball IN put it f 
en? I have * my feet how ſhall 1 2 / 
them i l 


When 


le 


- 


— on he wo en 


- 


When thus in moſt ende _ LOOSE 


Kind Jeſus knock'd an 
My heart reſiſting beav'nly . — 
On bed of ſloth reply d; 


« My cloaths are off, my nap is ſweet, 
„Ho ſhall I rife undreſt? 

% How ſhall I ſtain my new-waſht feete 
« Excuſe me, ſet me reſt* 


My non-admiſfion of his grace 
His holy Spirit vext ; 

My anſwer for my lazineſs 
Was but a vile pretext. 


Verſ. 4- My beloued put is bit bend ly the hole of | 
the door, and my bowels were moved * for bim. 


When I ſo ſhamefully refugd - 
Acceſs to my belov'd, 


Another kindly way he us'd, 


Which my affe ctions moy'd, © 
Though I his ward did baſely flight, 


Yet, ere I was _— 
His Spirit by reſiſtleſs might 
Did kindly draw the - 


He, to unbolt the door, 
His gracious hand _ 
Then did his love * raid my ſin, 
And melt my wels ſore. 


Verſ.-5. I roſe-up to open to oy * and my 
hands dropped with myrrh, and ngers with 
2 ſmelling myrrh, * the by of the 


lock, 


bad Or, in me, 


How 


= 


— go” 
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How long he ſtood, how oft he knock d, 
How patient, who can tell? . 

What drops of grace on th' entry lock'd 
From his ſweet fingers fell? | 


At length 1 roſe from off my bed, | I 
My drouſy bed of ſloth, | 

To open to my ſpouſe, who had 
My ſolemn marriage-oath. 


X \ 
Soon by the wet lock-handles were 
My fingers moiſt'ned much, 
And ſweetly dropt with oil of myrrh * 
Left by his melting touch. 
His quick'ning Sp'rit heart-fetters broke, I 
And head my dull diſeaſe; 
As dropping oil that makes the lock K 
R Soon yield and ope with eaſe. 
B 


| Verſ. 6. I opened to my beloved, but my beloved had 
withdrawn himſelf, and was gone : my ſoul fail. 
ed when he ſpake: 1 ſought him, but I could not U 
find him; I called him, but he gave me no an. 
ar. = | 
I oper'd ſtraight to my belov'd, 
1 Expecting his embrace; 
But, ah! from thence he had remov'd, 
And juſtly hid his face. 


Mine aking heart did now collect 
His words that gave the wound, 

And, wailing ſore my baſe neglect, 
Away my ſpirit ſwoon'd. 


. 


Wich great perplexity I ſought, 
But him I could not find 


A paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon.” = 4s. 7 
I call'd, but, ah! no anſwer got, i 
To eaſe my reſtleſs mind. 


So much my former ſlothfulneſs 
To preſent damage turn'd ; . 
In grief I doubled mine addreſs, 
Yet ſtill his abſence mourn'd. 7 


Verſ, 7. The watchmen. that went about the cit 
found me, they ſmote me, they wounded me; t 
keepers of the wall took away my veil from me. 


When I, in private means, with care 
Had ſought, but ſought in vain; 

I try'd his public courts, but there, 
Redoubled was my pain. 


Kind paſtors formerly condol'd = > 
My caſe with ſympathy ; 

But now I met with ſuch as rul'd 
With force and cruelty *. 


Untender watchmen, on their rounds 
In open ſtreers me got, 

Afflicted me with many wounds, 
And without mercy ſmote, 


They hurt my name, my head, my crown, 
And ſore reproach'd my zeal ; 
Wall-keepers rude, thus beat me down, 

And tore away my veil. 


My fair profeſſion they defam'd, 
Nor did my failings hide; 

A ſtrolling harlot I was nam'd, - 
And not a loving bride, Fe TO 


* 
* 


of Ezek. xxxiv. 4. 


I 2 Verl. 


} 
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Verſ. 8. I charge you, O daughters of Jeruſalem, 
if ye find my beloved, that ye tell him, that I am 
fick of love. | | 


O Salem's race, when watchmen wound, 
Won't ye more fayour ſhew? 

What pity can't with them be found, 
May I expect with you. 


I want my ſoul's beloved one, 
None elfe can give me eaſe: 

I'm ſick of love; Oh is there none 
To tell him my diſeaſe! 


His abſence from my ſoul is death; 
O, if ye find his grace, 

I charge you with my dying breath, 
To repreſent my cale. 


The CoMmpaNt ONS Words. 


Verſ. 9. What i thy beloved more than another be. 
loved, O thou faireft among women! what is thy 
bel ved more than anther beloved, that thou dojt 
fo charge us? 


Fair lover, thou who doſt to us 
Thy moaning ſpeech direct, 
W hoſe ſhining beauteous carriage thus ; 
| Commands our high re ſpect; 


The object does thy love engage, 

Wo judge by viewing thee 

Muſt ſurely be ſome perſonage 
Ot very high degree. 


What's thy belov'd? pray let us know, 
For whom thou art ſo ſad, 


v 


And 


If 


— 


2 2 


— 


Was he not red but only white, 


I paraphraſe on the Song of Sbm wow 
And giv'ſt ſuch ſolemn charge, as though 


He not an equal had, 


Thou faireſt beauty, car't thou ſee 
His match when he removes? 

Pray what alluring charms has he 
Beyond all other loves ? 


The CHURCH 's Words. 


Verſ. 10. My beloved is white and ruday, the 


* chic/eft emong ten thouſand. 


If why I love my Jeſus ſo, 
The wond'ring world enquire, 

My grounds are ſuch as, did they know, 
Their hearts would alſo fire. 


O there is no belov'd like mine 
He's white and ruddy both; 

All human beauties, all divine 
His glorious perſon clothe. 


White in bis natures both deſcry'd,. - 
From ev'ry blemiſh free ; 

And ruddy in his garments dy'd ' 
With blood he ſhed for me. 


The lily not the roſe, 
He might ſuffice the angels ſight 
But I am none of thoſe. 


Was he not white but only red, 
A ſuff*rer for his ſin, 
* Or ſtandard-bearer, 


— 


13 


* 


— 
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His blood would reſt upon his head, TIT 
Nor could 1 joy therein. 1 


But here's my joy and confidence, 
Both mixt I ſee by faith, 

The whiteneſs of his innocence, 
The redneſs of his death. 2 


Since for my ſin he bore diſgrace, 
Who yet from ſin was free; 
This makes his white and ruddy face 
A A beauty meet for me. 


The chief of chiefs beyond compare, 
Immanuel, God- man, 2 ny 
Among ten thouſand enſigns fair, 
Triumphant leads the van. 


To him the heavns their homage bring, 
To him celeſtial throngs, 
Ten thouſand ſaints and angels ſing, 
With rapture on their tongues. 


Created wiſdom cannot ſean 
The root of Jeſſe's rod, 

Nor ſpeak the greatneſs. of the man, 
The grandeur: of. the God. 


Verſ. 11. His head is as the myſt fine gold, his loch 
are buſhy, and black as a raven, © 


His head which once was crown'd with thorns, 
And where all wiſdom dwells, 

A crown of glory bright adorns, 
Which fineſt gold excels. 


So firm, ſo bright, ſo eminent, 
And durable for ay, 
Is his extenſive government, 


And univerſal ſway, 


ky 


A paraphraſe on the Song of Salem. leg 
Black as a rav'n's his curled hair hr 
And buſhy locks; a mark, 


That ftill his age is freſh and fair, 
His counſels deep and dark. 


Beauties of youth and age agree 
To deck his awful ſway 

Fair youth without inconſtancy, 
Full age without decay. 


— 


Verſ. 12. His eyes are as the eyes of doves by the 
rivers of waters, waſhed with milk, and * fitly - 
2 3 | 

His dove-like eyes moſt bright appear 

Like thefe the brooks have wet, 

Or milky ſtreams have moiĩſt'ned clear, 

Like diamonds fitly ſet. 


His ſparkling eyes with piercing ſight 


O'erſee the ſhades of death 
Inſpecting ſecrets of the night, | * 
And ſearching hell beneath. 


He with his fix'd and ſteady eyes | 6 


Beholding diſtant parts, |. >» 
Both deeps of divine counſel ſpies, os 
And deeps of human hearts. | 


Behold both loftineſs and love 
In his omniſcient eye; 


The eagle temper'd with the dove, 
With meekneſs, majeſty. 


Verſ. 13. His cheeks are as a bed of ſpices, as 


* Fitly placed, and ſet as & precious ſtone in the 


1 fuceß 


* 
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| N 
* /weet flowers: his lips like lifes, dropping 
fweet-ſmelling myrrh. AY A 
| His roſy cheeks a bed of flowrs 
| Still tow'ring up perfume ;- 1 
Or ſpices that with ſummer ſhow'rs. oi, 
h Their ſweeteft ſcent reſume. | 1 
4 Theſe very cheeks he once reſign'd 
N To them that pluckt the hair, y 
! Moſt ſweetly to th* enlighten'd mind 
i Refreſhing virtue ſhare. : 
| His lips, reſembling lily-blooms, 
} Drop ſaw'iy words of grace, | ; 
* Like oil of myrrh with fine perfumes, q 
; Io ſuit a fainting caſe, | 
[ The balmy drops his lips afford, | F 
1 Give life to ſons of death: 
| The vital ſavour of his word 1 


Reſtores expiring breath. 


Verf. 14. His hands are as gold ringt ſet with the 
| 1 > beryl : his + belly is as bright ivory overlaid with 


{ ſapphir es. V 
g His hands are fairer to behold, 

1 1 hough once nail'd to the tree, — s 
; Than beryls ſet in rings of gold; 


His operations mighty, vaſt, 
No mortal underſtands; 

For all the works of God have paſt , Y 
Trough theſe his precious hands. 


_=—- So rich in bounty's he. ; | T 
| 
| 


Towers of perfume, 1 


| | Or bowels, the ſame word as in verf. 4. 


No 


— _- — 


A paraphraſ on the" Song of Solomon, 1205. 
No iv'ry fine fo bright is found, : 
With ſapphires overlaid; 
As bowels of compaſſion round 
Do gild his pierced ſide. 


The love about his heart that twines 
Still firm without decay, 

In inſtances unnumber'd ſhines 
With ſparkling bright array. 


verſ. 15. His legs are-as pillars of marble, ſet upon 
\ ſockets of fine gold: his countenance is as Leba- 
non, excellent as the cedars. X 


His legs like marble-pillars ſtand 
On golden ſockets fine; 
So firm's the throne of his command, 
So ev'n his paths divine. 


His ſtately ſteps, his ſteady ways, 
His ſtable kingdom proves 
He's ſolid gold, not mould'ring clay 


Like fading mortal loves. 


* — 


His countenance more lofty ies 
Than Lebanon by far, 

More excellent than all its trees 
And ſtately cedars are. 


So high, ſo eminent is he, 

That in his perſon ſhine, _. 
The glories of the Deity, 

With majeſty divine. 


Verſ. 16. His mouth is moft ſweet: yea, le is ak 
togaher love). | | 


® He is all deſires, 5 
| Oy 


| 
, 
' 
| 
| 


a x * 
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Lo, his bleſt mouth, that once did taſte — 


The bitter gall for me, 
With charms divinely ſweet is grac'd, 
Unto the laſt degree. 


Grace pour'd into his lips alway 
Does thence ſo ſweetly run; 

They ſhare the Father's grace for ay 
Who do but kiſs the Son. 


His mouth a triple heav'n imports, + 
| A word, a ſmile, a kiſs; 
A triple doom to daſh their ſports 

W hoſe lips profane the bliſs. 


How hard, though ſweet, this limning taſk! - 


I faint, I muſt ſuccumb; 
He is (if what he is, you aſk) 
All over loves in ſum. 


How weak my tongue his glory ſings, 
Which drowns ſeraphic art; , 
He's all deſiderable things, 


And charms in ev'ry part. 


Adoring heav'ns his name confeſs 
The infinite unknown, 
And in created human dreſs 
The uncreated One. 


Their tongues that do his glory ſpeak, 
: In loud and lofty lays, 
For higher notes are ſtill to ſeek, 
And never reach his praiſe. 


I wrong his name with words ſo faint, 
Nor half his worth dec lare: 

Can finite pencils ever paint 
The infinitely fair? 


j 


4 paraphraſe on the Bing of Solomon. ox 
i is my beloved, and this is friend, 0 
daughters of Feruſalem. | 123 * a 


My union to his perſon dear, 
Bears ſuch ſubſtantial bliſ; 1 
All mortal loves and friendſhips here, A 


Are but the ſhade of this. 


Whatever ſweet relations be 

' Mong creatures great or ſmall, 
There's infinite diſparity 

Between him and them all. 


Yet how much in himſelf he is, 
So much he is to me: 
For he is mine, and J am his, 


And evermore hall be. 


The more I hold his glory forth, 
Or would his name unfold: 
The more incomparable worth 


I ſtill in him behold. 


Now this, O Salem's progeny, 
This is my love, my friend; 

Search heavn and earth, but ſure am I, 
His match you'll never find. 


Your queſtion far exceeds my reach, 
What's thy belov'd? ſaid ye: 

His praiſe defeats my fault ring ſpeech ; 
But (pray you) come and lee. 


CHAP. VI. 


The Coup ANIONS Words. 


vert. 1. M. litler is 6h beloved gone, 0 thou fairtf 
among 


s A pwaphraſt on the Song of S 
among women ? whither is thy beloved turned a 
ſide that we may ſeek him with thee. 


8 U C H glorious things are told by thee 
About thy matchleſs mate: | 
His ſeekers too we fain would be, 

And ſhare thy happy ſtate. 


Thy holy walk and talk is ſuch, . 
Thy countenance ſo fair, | 
We think whom thou commendſt fo much, 
Muſt be beyond compare. 5 


O where is thy beloved gone? 

Thou faireſt of thy kind, 

So happy in that glorious One 
On whom thou ſet'ſt thy mind. 


Where is he gone? pray let us know 
What place frequents he moſt? 

That we in queſt of him may go, 
Nor find our travel loſt. 


The CHURCH's Words. 


verſ. 2. My beloved is gone down into his garden, 
to the beds of ſpices, to feed in the gardens, and 
to gather lilies, _ 


Lo, my belov'd, though he enthron'd 
In glory keeps his place, 

Yet here below is to be found- 
In gardens of his grace. 


He plants, he waters ew'ry tree, 
His ble ſſing makes them ſpring; 

Then gladly comes he down to ſee 

What rich increaſe they bring. 


He 


wn.” 


* , 9 a 


png ite ag Fan - reg 8 


He walks among the ſpiey beds, 
Where aromatics flow; 


And in his young plantation feeds, 
Where fruits delicious grow. . 


He gathers there his choſen crop 
Of lilies without toil ; 
And, when'full ripe, he icks them up, 
To deck his fairer ſoil. 


Th' aſſemblies of his growing ſaints 
Are ſtill his chief re ptr : 

Whoc'er his gracious preſence wants, 
May ſeek with ſueceſi there. 


Verſ. 3. T am my beloveds, and my uad is is 
mine + he feedeth among the lilies, 


Though now my Lord from me abſcond, 
Yet judge him not unkind : 

In's temple oft I have him found, 
And hope again to find, 


And un h from me to ſenſe he hides, 
y faith holds faſt his name: 
Mine brett in him firm abides, 
I wilt not quit my claim. 


He has my warmeſt love ingroſt, 
And 1 poſſeſs his heart ; 

His love and mine unite, 1 boaſt 
Nor death nor hell can part. 


The bond of love ſo firm abidesy : 
Ev'n in the darkeſt day, 


4 


That though behind the Made he hides, 


He's er fat wr" 


wo 


* See chap. ii, Wy - this oe wee! engl. . 
oug 


- 


Yet here amidſt his lily. beds 


110 A paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon, | 


Though he his nobleſt table ſpreads 
Among his flowers above ; 


He keeps his feaſts of love. 
The ordinances of his grace, 
Are fields of his repair; N oh 


There 1 have ſeen his glorious face, h 
And you may ſee him there. X 


CHRIST's Words. 


Verſ. 4. Thou art beautiful, O my love, as 7 
zah, comely as Jeruſalem, terrible as an at 
with banners. 


How comely is the bride I ſee, 20 
Who thus mine abſence waiPd, 

Ard kindly thought and ſpoke of me, 
Ev'n when my face was veiPd. 


Thy zeal for me when I withdrew 
I highly muſt approve; 

And now return to thee, to ſhew 
My great reſpect and love. 


I did forgive, and have forgot 

All thine infarmities : | 

Thy holy ſoul, from ſin remote, 
Is beauteous in mine eyes. 


More fair thou art my lovely prey, 
More comely in my ſight, 

Than ever Tirzah, once ſo gay, 
Or Salem, once ſo bright. 


Thine aſpects awful majeſty 
Does ſtrike thy foes with fear: 
As armies do, when banners fly, . 


— 


And martial flags appear. f 


A paraphraſe on the dg N Solomon?” 111 


ow does thine armour glitter * 

Their frighted Dirt duell brig 
The weapons of thy warlike might  - 
Defy the gates of hell. 


— 


erſ. 5. Turn away thine eyes from me, for they 
have overcome me?! 


zmall wonder that thy foes muſt bow 
When faith does keep the field ; 


or, 12, I am thy captive too, FX 7 
And kindly forc'd to yield. 

hy charming eyes of faith and love, 
That make myſelf their prize, 


ave overcome me; pray remove 
And turn away thine eyes. 


hey powerfully my heart detain, #20 
My kindly paſhons fill ; | 

et no unwilling vict'ry gain, 

But win me to thy will. 


hy daring, gallant arms of grace, 
Have o'er me ſuch a ſway ; : 
'm conquer'd with.their kind embrace, 


And cannot ſay thee nay, 


Thy piercing eyes that raviſh me, 
Command me as they liſt : 

My Spirit's aiding force in thee, 3 
Is power I can't reſiſt. ? 


Ceaſe, wreſtling Jacob, /et me go, 
My love, let me alone ; 


See more on, this 12 chap. iii. 4. and iy, 6 
. Te . 


— 


112 4 paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon, *. 


If not, except I bleſs thee; lo! 
My bleſling thou haſt won. 
* Thy hair is as a flock of goats that appear 
from Gilead. Verſ. 6. Thy teeth are as a flock 
of ſheep which go up from the waſhing, Whereef 
every one beareth twins, and there is not one 
barren among them. Vet. 7. As a piece ef a 
pomegranate are thy temples within thy locks. 


Thy ſlothful carriage toward me 
At our laſt interview, 

Though I obſerv'd with jealouſy, 
And thereupon withdrew ; 


Yet never judge thy.change of frame 
My heart from thee could move; 


For ſtill (like ſolid rocks) the ſame 
Is my unſhaken love, 


Thy praiſe I ſounded in thine ears 
Ere thou waſt ſo unkind; 

And now indulge no faithleſs fears, 
As if I chang'd my mind. 


For, to evince the love I bore 
Does ſtill the ſame remain, 

I now cominend thee as before, 
And in the former ſtrain. 


Gay, like a comely flock of goats 
On Gilead's ſtately height, 
Is thine adorning hair, that notes 
| Thy converſation bright. 


No broider'd ornamental hair, 
That trims up mortal clay, 


: * See theſe words more largely explained, chap. 
v. I, 2. 3. 
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Can 


Cat 


Are 


Lik 


Lil 


can parallel the hear'oly ec; a 
Of thy well order'd way. 


Thy teeth the bread of life that eat, 
And feed upon my fleſn, | 
Are acts of faith in number great, 
In nature fair and freſh. 


Thine active zeal, yet mild, does keep 
A juſt equality, . 

Like ev'nly rounded flocks of ſneep 
New paſt the ſhearer's eye. 


Thy purity exceeds their fleece 
Waſht in the cryſtal flood; 

Thy fruits of holineſs and peace 
Outvy their num'rous brood. 


There does not in the flock appear 
One barren, fruitleſs womb : 

But all by twins their offspring bear, 
And bring them bleating home. 


Like *granates halv'd thy temples fair 
Within thy locks appear, 

While ruddy bluſhes deck thy pray'r 
When none but God doth hear. 


Thou modeſt hides thy roſy cheeks, 
When ſins with ſhame *em fluſh : 

Yet through the maſk, thy mien detect 
Thy beauteous holy bluſh. 


A paraphraſe on the Sing of Solomon. . 


Verſ. 8. There are threeſcore queens, and fourſcore 


concubines, and virgins without number, 


Verſ. 


9. My dove, my undgſiled is but one; ſbe is the 

only one of her mother, ſbe is the choice one of her 
that bare her: the daughters ſaw her. and bleſſ- 
ei her; yea, the queens and the concubines, and 


they praiſed her, 
K y 


Thy 


* 


SS 


1 MA paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon. 


Thy ſong gave me the chiefeſt name 
Among ten thouſand heirs, 
And thee the faireſt I proclaim 
Among ten thouſand fairs. 


Queens, concubines, and virgins are 
Unnumber'd, whom they call 
Bright dazzling beauties, charming fair ; 

But thou excelPſ{t them all. 


Moſt holy ſouts (of high defcent) 
Are beauties moſt renown'd: 

The righteous is more excellent 
Than all his neighbours round. 


My ſpotleſs dove as one I view, 
Yea all in one to me; 

Her mother-church's darling too, 
And choiceſt progeny. 


The daughters, her profeſling friends, 
Beheld her beauty great ; 

And ſtraight admir'd her in their minds, 
And bleſt her in the gate. 


Yea, queens and damſels more renown'd 
Lid all to her give place, 

And with extolling praiſes crown'd 
Her comely ſhining grace. 


Verſ. 10. Who ir foe that looketh forth as the mor 
ing, fair as the moon, clea: as the ſun, and ter- 
rible aan army with banner,? 88 


« Who's this (ſaid they) fo brightly ſprings 
Like to the morning- ray, | 

That cleaves night-ſhades with ſilver wings 
« To haſte the golden day? 


© Much 


ww 


A paraphraſe on the Song of Solomon. 115 | 
« Much fairer than the gilded mon 1 
Her graces ſhine in dreſs, BY 
« And clearer than the fun at noon, - | 
« Her ſpotleſs righteonſnefs. 


© Behold in love to brats forlorn, 

« What wonders Heav'n performs! 
« That does with ſtatelineſs adorn 

«© Defifd and lothſome worms. 


« By armour which her captain lends, 
« Until her warfare cloſe, 

« She's render'd helpful to her friends, 
4 And hurtful to her foes. 


% Yea, while ſhe does her rank maintain, 
And caſt her airs abroad, = 
« Her grace is awful toward men, = 
« And pow'rful toward God.“ 


Verſ. 11. 1 went down into the 2 of nuts, to 
ſee the fruits of the valley, and to ſee whether the 
vine flouriſhed, and the pomegranates budded. 

With friendly mind I hid my face, 

Yet went not far away, 

Retiring but a little ſpace, 

My orchard io ſurvey. o 


I went but down ta ſee anew 
My garden of ſweet nuts, 
Within the ſhady grove, and view 
The pleaſant valley-fruits: 


To notice round my labour'd plain, 
If all was very good; © 

If tender vines produc'd their grain, 

And pomegranates their bud: 


0 


— "To * R 
9 


"bas | . 


If all the water'd flow'ry plains | 
Along the verdant field, 


Did fruits, proportion'd to my Ms 
Ev'n in my, abſence yield. ö 


Into my heart what chearfulneſs- 
And pleaſure did it bring, 

To ſee the early buds of grace 
And bloſſoms of the ſpring? 


I raviſh'd ſaw my beauteous bride, 
Lament my abſence fore; 

Nor could my ſelf in thickets hide, 
From her, a moment more. 


Verſ. 12. Or ever I was aware, my 50 * made 
me like the chariots of Amminadib. 


Such had my bride's inviting frame 
Evn is my abſence been; 
No longer could I hide the flame 
of my affections keen. 


| Raviſt'd, ere (in effect) 1 knew, 
My bowels did me move; 

Into her praying arms I flew 
On ſpeedy wings of love. 


sweet rapt rous paſſion roſe in me, 
But moſt divine in mode, 

As far as rapture can agree, * ö 
Or paſſion to a God. 2 2300 


- 


My fond affe ctions vehement 
In ways of grace divine, 4 

All towards her intenſely bent, 

* Purſu d their love- deſign. 


* 


„Ot, fer me on the chariots of my princely willing 
people, 
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Paw 
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My willing people Ira, W e 
Bright graces, princeiy ch e: e 2s 

And in theſe fiery chariots ride 1 
With ſpeed into their arms. © {47 


OiPd wheels of faith'#nd\warm deſire, TILE Bp 
That make myſelf their chace, 
Fetch from mine altar ſtill more re r 
Of ſweet ſurpriſiog grace. * | > > 


No chariot of Amminadib, © 

However ſwift or bright, - 2 4 , = 
The heav'nly rapture can 1 Þ 7 | 
Of love's delicious flight, r. 


So rapid oft, though never ab, 
The motions of my grace, 

Tween heav'n and earth, are like a a 
Of lightning ina trice. For 


verſ. 13. Return, wk FY Shultmits e F 
return, that we may look upon these: vba will ye”! 
fee in the Shulamite # as it were the" company of 


too armies. 


Love, in my abſence ſhort, 'waſt thou | 
With ſin and grief oppreſt? 1 

O blame thy faithleſs heart, and now r 
Return unto thy reſt. 


With confidenee and without fear 
Thy beav'nly Huſband face,  _. 

Who wills thee boldly to appear ae 
Before his throne of grace. Yb HE 


The Heav'ns unite their voice with mine 
Thy heart-return ro moves, 
Allow thyſelf no more to whine, 81 
Suſpicious of my love. e 
a Net, 
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wo een 


Her lovers charm, her haters damp, 


Return, O drooping Shulamite, % bg 
Ils haſte retufn; for we N 
Heav'n's Trinity and hoſts unice | 
With joy to welcome the. 


We want to ſee thee, at his call 7 5 
Whoſe peace thy name adorns ;. X 

He with his aints and angels al! 
Will joy at thy returns. 


What in the feeble Shulamite, _ 
What's to be ſeen? (you'll ſay) ” 

Is ſtruggling grace a * light, 1 
When ſin regains the day ? 1 0 | 


Nay, lo my bride, 42 0 apt ſhe be 


ld 


LY 
— 


Herſelf to under-rate 


I, on the field of battle, fee 


In warlike pomp and ſtate. 


Behold, two armies in her camp, | 2 
The doubled hoſts of God, ry 


Her happy triumph bode. 7 


C H A P. VII. 
CHRIS T's Words. 


Verſ. 1. Heu beautiful are thy feet with ſhoes, 0 


* 


SV , 


prince*s daughter! the joints of thy thighs are like 
2. "og the work of the hands * a ae works, 
man- 


AIR bride, thy beauties Pl extol | 5 
* " - | | For 
| | | G . | . 
| 5 
h 2 
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FS 


Apis 06th ing fone, „ 
For I my new creation whoſe” 
Still view with great delight. 
How noble is thy hi deſcent, .. | 
Not ſordid 1 earth! 5 * 8 | 
How does thy geſture document 
Thy new and heav'nly birth! =. 


O princeſs of the royal race! 
Thy feet with golden ſhoes, BY 4 
Do ſparkle, while thy walk, through grace, 
Becomes the go pebnews. | 


The ſteps of thy affeQions clean, . 
And converſation fair, 


Diſplay a heav'nly, royal mien, | 
| A ſweet and ſtately air. 


The joints, that ſtrength and motion do Q- Jl 
To thy right ſteps impart, - -.- + _ 

Like orient jewels burniſt'd new, N 
Speak holy curious ute 3 fe 


Through thy fair port in ſacred things 
Thy Joints as pt bel 

While holy principles prin 
Thy courſe of duty ſteer. 


. e 
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Verſ. 2. navel is like a rund 
2 an "jog * 


wanteth not liguor thy belly r the 
wheat, ſet about with ite. 


As is thy ſparkling bright array 


Form'd to thy Rn 1 
So with thy ſhining outward wax 
Thine inward ſhapes agree. 


A wretched infant once thou waſh 
n e hs ä _ 
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a native blood and dune OY 
Nor was thy navel cut. ; 


But now, how neat's thy gracious forms. tee, a 
Fed by a glorious ſpring! : 1 
- Since grace transform d the lothſome worm, TM 1 
To quite another thing. | 


-Thy infant-brood to ripeneſs grows, ; 1 
Wbich thy kind bowels feed, | 

Like to a bowl that overflows I 

With liquor for their need. 


My Spirit is (to fill thy cup, ' 
And give thee rich increa © 128 

A well of water ſpringing up 
In thee to endleſs bliſs. 


Thy fruitful womb an heap of wheat 
* Aſliinilates in mode; 5-40 Y 
Thy royal marriage: makes thee meet 
Por bearing fruit to God. 


Fruit deckt around with flowrs-de-duce, 


Each grace of active vent; T. 
A product rich of fruit for uſe, ü 
Wich flowrs for ornament. | 4 It 


Fair Zion? s fertile womb has meat BY 
For babes her lily-brood; 
And yields them plenteous tore of wheat, 


_ When * for ſolid food. 11 5 It 
Verſ. 3. Thy, Fu breaſt are lite 9 3 young roee Ne 
” that are twins +. | p 
Thy breaſts of love reſemble roes No 
| That ſeem delightful twins 
| * Reſembles. + See chap, is . 2 8 | 
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Iasd and conſpicuous, it Atrae 8. | 
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Such equalicare e6feed hst Mön 
Thy babes in ſacred ine. 5 1599 the I A 
N 53.13 


Thou.op'neſt frank u 4wofald bead E = 
Two teſt ments and two ſeals, — ©. a 
Which to thy children yield a feaſt 2 5 ot 1 
Of mill for daily meals, 'E - 28 — | "+= 


AY XLS 8 

Thine equal breaſts delightful feed, * 1 
With milk of ſweer ſol ace, = 

In juſt proportion to the need ß _ © 2b. 


FL 


Of all the babes of grave, | +" 11 2 of | 
e gehe gr, 6. 92 * 
Thy kindly bowels ſhow,, .', . 


And plainly ah mo my N | Py 
| ther tod. 1 5 
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vert 4 Je 1 N thine * 
eyes ike the 


filhprols in Heſbbon, by the gate of + 


Bath rabbim thy moſs is as the teuer Leba. | 1 
non, which looketh toward REY 3 


Thy neck of precious Faith excels | "- 7 

_ The gens! ir tower; | 
It holds the glorious Head, 

Upon the rack of power. : 


All eyes, and wander | Ys 1 
It ſtands owns for. valiant feeds 
For ſtrange and mighty deeds. 


, * 
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No ivry whiter than the fwan; 
Can match thy precious nh: 2 
No tow'r with equal boldneſs a as 7 
Defy the 1 ve deaths | 


j 


1 : 2 > ca G 124 * 


5 | y * 
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Thine eyes like Heſhbon's clear kb poses 
Near by Bath - rabbim's gate, ws 


Enlightned brightly, twit the fool, | * 
That hog blind nature's Kate. ''* © pO 
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More clear than any ſlver brook, _ - 
PX Thine eyes of knowledge trace J BE. 
Hd myſtries in the ſacred book,”  _ 
8 Unfathom'd deeps'of grace. 
72 5 But all conceabd this glory lies 1 e 


From haughty ſons of pride, | 
Whoſe b Co wit does blind their . 10 
eav'nly light deride. © > 


Thy noſe of quick ſa LES” 
Like Lebnon's ; rw does riſe, Cl 
And with bold look Damaſcus ſ r. f 
* To face thine enemies. 
+ Becauſe they weng and fubtile arq J 
Thou keepſt the frontier-tow'r ; 1 
To ſmell their poliey afar, Do. / 
"_ watch againſt their pow. 3 


3 Ver 5.  Thine head 1 upon thee is like * Carmel, and 
the hair of thine head like purple; 


Thy heavnly mind intelligent N 
8 Excels the wiſe on eart,ʒn, © + + F 
W bile ſtrangers to thy high deſcent, 2 5 
_ And to thy heav'nly birth. | 


Thy lofty head and ſtately bro ß, 2 
Looks to the heay'ns abo v 1 
A nd ſcornful ſmiles on all — EE 
__ As worthleſs of thy love. 
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Thy helmet and. my Sha eue th”: TEL *. 5 


Hope built on precious blog 5 „ 
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High is thy head extoll'd by this We, 4 3» 5 2 * 


_ 'Bove ev'ry foe and flood. 885 , 5 


Higher by far than Carmel top, "LN : 


The walls of heav'n'to 9 5 
When thine advent tous ſourin 
0 Takes place within the'y N 
Th excellency of Carmel high. - | N 
Can't match thy crimſon SEM 


Its hairs are of the purple dye e GAAP + 
Which once thy Lord did bleed. · 
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Each pin that holds thy hair in'drefs, © . © 4 


Each glance from within, WEBB 


Speaks univerſal. laren: 1 wo. 


Not one diſorder'd pin. "200 OW 


Does fo thy beauty Ne,” x 


A charm in e Blance. | 1 „ 


—The King is * bed in gen 


To prove the beauty raviſhin 
And luſtre of thy Ureſs ; 

How does it captivate the Kin 1 
And deep his heart dere: * 5 


Jens the King of king s.renown'd, 835 
Is held within'th arms, bo 662 76 ie 

In galPries of his grace, —— 2 

A captive W e e e 


1 7 44 — »Þ 1 * 


o 


S 
— ) a ; dy 1 22 5 
d 236 | L 2 ale e "The 


b 


Each holy air around thy * = X 4 wp 5 | 


3 * . br 18 oy 


* 
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1; by thy pow'rful:graces n. 


Bold with the King are ich's efforts 12 


Such is the glory of his grace, 


| E or, how art thou made fair, 


* 


The glorious and-majeſtic One, e . 
Whcm death could ne er detaing. . : 


And ty'd as with a chain. 


| Strange lovelineſs it is that re! 97 7 12 | 


The regent of the ſkies! 


: | conſtraining him to. ſtay , 


It ſo attracts his eyes. 


Bleſs'd they the conqueſt ſhare ! 


Who win him to-his ſacred courts, - - cot 


And then can hold him there. n 


He boaſts to be o'ercomes _ a 
And feaſts the victor with ſolace, 2 
Who fought but for a crumb. 


' Verſ. 6 ei mee 6 


love, for delights! 4 


5 O love, no words can: peeity . 


Thy forms of lovelinefs ; 


Delights of divers kinds in the: F 


Are more than I expreſs, 


No equal for delights haſt thou, 
No match on earth below : - 

I call thee fair and pleaſant way 13 
Becauſe I made thee fo. 1 


My love, thy dreſs without hs fair + | 
Within, how ſweet to me! n | 


My righteouſneſs and graces are 
The robes I made for thee. 
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e 9 tens, 5 
xy lab ring life was ſpent throighour 


The marriage-ſuir'to ſpin, 
That makes my'bride all far d babe, 
All glorious too within. 


-* 


thy Cali 32 
The 2 moped 1 obſerve 


f graces fair in thee ; = ," 
Bebe e berrbe. 9 


from their proper ſtation 
"Bar a ae, | n 

157 ſtature, like the palasires firm, FO 8 
Is ſtately, ſtrai he. and tall : '» | 1 

No burden can the flouriſh hamm - 
No yearo the growth enthral. dara? 05 whe 


Thy breaſts of love u me and mine, 
Square to the e | 
Chear, like full of wine, 
The heart of and man. : 4 
Txt 5 <7 


Verf. 8: T ſaid, Tul go bp 19.0647 er, Tu 
take hold of the ther * 
breafts ſhall be as cluſters of the vine, and 1% 
ſmell of thy noſe like apples;  __ 

« I will, ſaid I, this palm-tree climb, » 

« Tbis lovely walk pro,, + + © of 

* And to my bride in I al.” 1 | "a þ 

Fl manifeſt my love. * 


« Pll apprehend by faving grace, 4.4 
As I decreed of * —_— 
« bor little booghs, her tender race, | 1 _ 
1 And: never quit the bold." 
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Verl. 9. And the roof of thy hou, te the. beſt 


Pl! taſte thy chear, and ſpeak it good, 


* * 0 l 
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Lo, Havn ſhall-then thy breaſts eee 1 8 


- As cluſters fil'd with wine 

1 My preſence ſhall thy graces fire,” 8 1 r . 
| To thy content, and mine 
The breath of life thy noſtrils blow 9 


Shall with ſweet ſcent abound, N 


No ſavy apples e' er could ew | | 2 


Such grateful odours round. 4 $eR 


wine, (for * my beloved J, that goethidown feet 
ly, cauſing i the lips of t theſe. that are ofteep, fa 
peak. 

Thy pallat drench'd with holy love 

Shall drop the richeſt wine: 

So ſweet thy pray' rs and praiſe ſhall Prove | 

A feaſt to me and mine. 
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For thou'lt in upright ways 
Derive it from my plenitude, ; 
De vote it to my praile. © — - 7 


Drops from the living vine that ſtren e 

With ſweetneſs down will go; 8 8 

To make thy cold affections flame, | 
Thy wither'd graces grow. 


My Spirit's gen'rous wine will make * 
The old renew their days, | 


The dead to live, the dull to wake, 


The dumb to ſpeak my praiſe. . 10 4 


- A pareatheſi of the bride's, fay Wm 1 7 
} org. the ancient. | ; . : 
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Verſ. 10. Lam my lied CELTICS a 
4 Wards We. 4 A ta na 8 A A 
Lo, Ko my loving Lord OP” 19 b . 

Baſe me, who bluſh to hear, 3 bk 


And blood of grapes from Ek tek 2 4 
1. - drooping heart to chear. | rely 078; 2 
Fa not minds; tend lies; 5 2 
W hoſe love Arr * ry Fl e 
And thus has fix'd on worthleG me 3 
His conjugal deſire. mY 5 5 
What line can this love · ocean found : 8 
What tongue its meaſure tellChßßah W 


Whoſe height immenſe," and grit os profound, 


3 Won I and e en 0 

Verſ. 11. Come, ny belek, let us. 25 fu 

| the field: let ws lodge in the * | 
Come, deareſt love, let us retire 50:0 WT 


From this vain earth's annoy Nur 
23 That undiſturd d communion near Lern 22 
a We may alone enjo 9. 

We'll chuſe ſome ſecret, lonely place g 


To vent our joys the more; 22 
* And forage in the field of grace, . 3 et yo! od. 


Until we feaſt in glore, © 1 | 
"RE Thy compan ſuct bidden ye” ee it dl 
% Of conſolation: brings is. oe 
| That, pois'd with this, — foul-diſdhins | A 
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In wn villages below / 
Come let 2 » 
Till duſty Thides 


and wo : 


'Verſ 12. Let us get up early to the Ae E. 
there will I give thee my Men., 


BY Come, let us early go; 
70 ſee in this retiring. place 
If all. the planting ar OW. 


| Come viſit, Lord, thy ſacred ground, 
See how thy nurs'ries bear, 


If vines and grapes and *granates ron 
Their flow'ry raitnent wer. 


o come along, thy ſuccous grant, 


| . While L thy —_— review; | his 9 : 


For at thy preſence e vry plant 
Its verdure will renew. 


The vines their bloſſom will reſume, 
x The tender grapes feyivez 
See how the *granates then will bing 
And all the graces thrive. 


In theſe retirements while 1 cory on 
- hy preſence I'll improve; 
And joyful tnere 1 will thee ginge 
Tbe tokens of my love. 


In nearneſs ſweet with thee apart 
Il daſh vain loves with ire, 


And wiolly offer thee my heart 
: OD of holy fixe. 
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e all ni ght, e hy as 
Give, 7 fm to de light. N 
* n 42 


us fee if the vine flowiſh, hbgther the tender 
grape appear, and the pamegranates NONE 2 


; {4 Voto the vineyaids of thy 1 7 9 | if 
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Verl. 14 A ts £6 and at our 
gates are all manner M. pleaſant fruits, new 


and old, 11 up for * 


leved. * 


Here, Lord, for thee the garden's dl, 
For thee the feaſt in ſpread: © 
enen rouchſaſe with me to e, >  _=@ 
Below the verdant ſhade. - n 
The mandrakes here, love. fruits acl n 2 
Do ſpread their odours round 2 pm 
And at our very gates ſweet ſtores „ Io 
And fruits of grace are found. 
Embracin A is hete, to meet 
ord —— | | PATTIES 4 
— here to waſh bis feet 
With floods of joꝝyful tears. 


II. e, joy, and all the heavtꝰly train,” 9 
| Old fruits with-new e e iet er — 
Laid up in ſtare to entertain ann 2 
The God of all my grace. ow e 
Come thou, to whom 1 all devote, FEY 45 ; =—— 
O my beloved Lord Ez 
Lo, all that's fromath ien gor 8 
Is for thy glory \(:+7. 2:60 
'Tis thine to plant, and prune and dreſs * ' 8 
Thou mak ft the W grow: r.. 
u thee my all I Rill-podſcſs, -- Kan. 
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The CHURCH' 's Words. 


-  Verſ.1. 0 tht thou 233 gel. 
| ed the breafts of my mother ij when 1 fhould find 

— thee without, 1 would * thee, yea, * 1 ud | 

E * not be deſpiſed. ä : 1 5 


. 8 O ſweet 1 find thy vals charms, 
Still more and more I bode; ** 4 | 

And long to claſp within mine arms e 
5 A whole i incarnate God. 1 iN | 


O would thou as m brother wert, 19 nk +. 

| My mother's: ucking child 1.” 1 2 488 

I'd kiſs —_ hug thee in my heart, 8 Fes iden 
And ſhould not be reviPd, 


Yea, in the op'neſt, patent place; 
Without a bluſh through ſhame, 
I would with joyful arms — 


The babe of Bethlehem. 


Hell could reproach thy church of es, | 
That lov'd a child unborn | 

Bat now the ſon is giv'n,, Pm bold 
To love, and fear no ſcorn. 


To him PI! give the higheſt room, 

And joy beneath his ſhade, | 

* deign'd to bleſs the virgin's womb, 
And human nature wed. 
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: . Heb: They ſhould not defoifh m me, - TY 
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My God's my e r "6 

Aud if be would allow't; * 

Two hell ould mock my Fond gal” "MY 
d openly avow't. N F © 166 a7) * "+4 . 1 F 


Verſ. 2. 7 would lead ther, and. bring the ton 
mother's houſe, who would inſlruct me: 
. Cauſe thee to drink of ſpiced wits, ward 's the 


Juice of my pomegranate. - 3 1 5 


1 would attend and uſher e * : ' . "i 4 
Into my mother's home; g 3 
Then would her courts inſtructive be, 9 N 
For light with power would come. | nt. 
Her children would thy glory fee. 
Did they thy preſence are 4 
And 1 for entertaining then r 
. Would bring my choiceſt fare. . >» 
T6 ſpiced wine with granates juice”... 
| I would thee welcome make; PR 3 
And greatly would my heart TeJoice, | 6a 
. Were better for thy ſake. = 4 
Well were the feaſt beſtow'd on thee j 
) For thine my graces are, p 8 
Who, when thou co'ſt ro feed with we, N 
4 | Beg bring gloug the Jace: : i Kein! = 
* * 
I ver in ii hand * hald be under . my head, 
and M right er prrnce any — 
Lo, he deſcending from above, r 
In anſwer to my pray'r, _ TROL 
Eufolds me in bis arms of los 
To ſhew are tender care. 5 E 
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1 Beneath my head does place; 28 
Then for my comfort lends he me * 


His preſence ringen ſilver aw een 
Olf ble ſſings from above; N 
I'm cloſely guarded with His own D255 

23 7 And girded with his. love. 8 0 N11 | ; 
For myſolace gain fi fip and 1 e LY 

| I feel his glad ning Ste 910 


His everlaſting arms. 
O welcome bleſt and happy h mu, 7/4 44 4 
When he unveils his face: 


Pm then ſupported by his POW... i 
Comforted by his ros. Tl wn 


Verſ. 4. I char e yon 0 dau beers of infa 
+ that ye flir Gr awake en 


1 awake my love, or any wg 
Provoke him to withdraw. FP. be 


This heaw'nly quiet mar not ye * 
With loud offenſive-noi Sa 
Why ſhould ye rob yourſelves and me * 


a is left hand for my ſiipp ort he id vn 0 x 


Es His right hand's ſoft embrace. 


And, for wy Jafety, unden 


pleaſe.” 
Y © Salem's daughters, now, 1 pray: - 14 
And charge you, — : po . 


Of ſuch wn. ; 215 5300 | 
o See theſe words mare largely hae. an. 
Ii. 7. and iii. 5. 
+ "Wen up, or why awake, ce. 
_n . | 4 
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| hel gn hw am, * 
His ſralles are free,” ie eines and go, 


The happy hour is this: Z 
Why ſhould ye prove ſuch werbe foes, 
To interrupt the bliſs ? 


My glotious Lord now reſts within © 

Mine arms of faith and love ; © WM 

I charge myſelf, my heart, my fin, - 

Not ones fo fit or move. 3 

While he allows his viſit ſweet,  - 

Let none his reſt annoy; 34-1 8 : ."_ 

O may I never grieve his Wa, 1 
Nor ſin away my Joy: | 1 i 


The Companions Wa 


vert 5. 0 is this that cometh onthe „ 

derneſi, leaning upon hor beloved) "8 

What fair and lovely bride'is this! .* 2. 
Though preſt with griefs and nr.. 

Yet trav'ling fron the wi derneſs, 7 
On — beloved learis. 


How boldly does the ia. bis rams | cx £5 

And in his ſtr th go ts | 9 —— 
All other righteoulnels diſclaim, 4 = 
And mention his alote! ——A 


His whe bear up het ſoul dot, | 
e all that can moleſt: </ ».. 
4 His baſis the pillow ſoft Res — 
f. * which ber head doth rel. 2 —_ 
Lo, how on his almighty arms | _— 
She can her cares unload; 2 
And march N all en. _ 
8 er God. 1 
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N 134 e the Sung of Soles. ; 


- , Contempt on earthly glory pour, > 7 
WP As far below her care. 1 >.<" 


"+ Aſcending from the wilderneſs | 
et; Of forrow, ſin, and thrall, 
And ſtrongly bent for heav'nly bliſs, 
She leaves the duſky ball. | 


The CHURCH Words. 


J raiſed * thee up under the * tree: 
there thy mother brought thee forth, there D 
brought thee forth that bare the. 


To mens applauſe with mighty maze 
/ What ſmall regard is due! 
% But, Lord, with thee, who art my praile, 
* Let me my ſuit purſue. | 


Such ſweet experience, Lord; I had 

y Beneath the apple-tree; 2 

7 Under thy ſhadow ſtill Im glad 1 
| Alone to meet with thee. 


I rais'd thee up in ſecret pray'r, 
Thy joyful help to yield: 

For by thy grace I wreſtled there, 
And by thy grace prevail'd. 


Thy mother too that brought thee forth, 
E . Hard trav'ling with annoy, | 
There at her Son, her Saviour's Urch 
: Forgot her pangs for joy. 


The ſaints beneath thy fruitful ſhade 

N Thy beauteous likeneſs wore; 

IT bey that in ſorrow travail'd, had, 
In joy thine image bore, 
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Thy ſhadow thus to-them and me | Ne ſb 
Buch pleaſure does afford, 1 
That more and more I lon | 
Thy glory there, O Lad 8 


Verſ. 6. Set me ſee! upon thin beart 2 
_ ſeal upon thine — " 
Grant, Lord, my name . pra be 
Upon thy heart and breaſt; 3 
| And fo 8 thy love to me, ' 
My glorious God and prieſt. N 
o fer me ſtedfaſt as a feat 8 1 
Upon thine arm divine, 3 
And by confirming marks revell! 1 
T by mighty love is mine. 2 
Grant alſo, Lord, my love to thee 
May firmly de impreſt: 
And let thy name my lignet be 3 
Deep ſtampt upon my breaſt. 8 2 
O may my heart the centre prove _— 
of thy affections keen n 
Thy heart * centre of my love, 2 . Y 
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And nought to intervene. * 
-For love is flrong as wah, hun i 
as the grave i= 
Strong wings of holy love aloft 2 
Bear up my ſoul afreſh, ' _— 
Which in ſweet raptures dying ſofſt 
PFoorgets the glogot f fleſh. 7 3 
While thus ay! heart does mounting fly = 
| Oa thi DRY win "4 _— 
| In love to thee, 1 kindl * 5 1 
Io eyry mortal 2 2 
Ne As thy ſtrong love, O Lord, 10 me 1 
© Gould ere death and af 
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925 2 a” * Song OY To 
So do ardent love to thee ee 
5 Abe 83 of death exceed. 


It kills me, Lord; T can't reſiſt e een 
. Thi ſtrong defire of mine: * | 
3 - If not with ſatizfaQion bieſt. : 


* 


To death, to death I pine. 


Admit me, Lord, into thy — 
VLlLeſt my heart jealous be 
That either thine from me depart, | a 
- Jy Or mine depart from thee. 2 8 


Such jealouſy would fore torment 
And torture me to death; _ 

Like the devouring rave, intent Nn ] 

To flop my vital breath. f | 


n. coals thereof are cal. 7 vn 
hath a moſt vehement flame. re oo 


Tbeſe jealous, flames will quite eqnſume_ | 
Z My ſoul, like burning firm l 
© VUnlefs thy loving anſwer come: 7 RR at 
ITI To ſuit my heart's deſire. * 


| My flaming heart does welt afieſh, | | . 
7 If thou depart thꝰ leaſt ; 5. 6+. — 
Mine ardent zeal eats up my fleſd, N 

Love · ſickneſs pains my breaſt. | 
| © The ſparks of fervid love aſcend 
= - Like mounting flames on high; f Y 

With velyment foree they hear'n-ward dend, 

And pierce the azure ſky. 


O let thy bowels, Lord, be movd 

* To grant my heart's deſi tree Ws 
Td rather die than not be lov'd, " = 

My heart is all on fire. | 
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* 8 e ; 
the ſub NA it would uter 
| hy te cotemind 2 ches 7 of 4 
| No waves could quench thy love, which fas - 
18 Ns  *_ 
Ot rolling vengeance * 1 
And on a fea of — fo .- 5 "2 


Thus nor can many waters drown: - 5 = 
My flaming love o thee, 4» © 5:1, 
Nor torrents of turmoil bear * _— 
I The zeal chat burn#ln me. _ 


In vain by flat ries or by fears 5 r . 3 
OA we : wh ”" 
To quench t e of love, pe . 33 

. A ſtamp ſo- wen divine. . | 3 4 


| WE Not air, nog efrids mor . FIT _— 
Nor life, nor death, nor angels can Ss 


Divorce my love from thee, - ___ 
Were wealth to bribe m b ien wor 4, | 
The golden balt diſdain,  —* .. -- 


Like deſpicable dung that would 
Invade my heart id v. | e 


I caſt contempt on ſuiters all 
That dare compete with 88 . 
And value thrones no more than thralh 

Should they thy rivals be. l 


verſ. 8. We have a little fifter, and ſte bath u 
breaſts : what ſbad we do for our Ar, in ib 


day when ſhe ſhall be ſpoken or? ; MT 


Since now, dear Lord, our mutual hive 
Is thus. fo impreſt; _ 

Hay I this aeccfs ſweet improve, 
What others phy by oe, * 
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TR + Our nttle ſiſter, Lord, to wit, 
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A barren Gentile race, a 
With all uncall'd, unſav'd as yet, . 13Þ 
Though choſen by. thy „ 


She litthe knowledge hath, we ſee, 


No faſhion'd breaſts of love; 


No principle of grace from thee, 


Nor nurture from above. F 


No breaſts of conſolation ſweet, SI 
No word no means of grace; 11391 40 

No warm milk of jo ſtr uction meet, r 
To feed her ſtarving race. 


What ſhall be done for her, I Pray, 7 
And for her progeny, | 
When they ſhall on the marriage · day 
Be calld to match with thee? = 


What for our ſiſter church to come, 
Which Jews or Greeks ſhall hatchz | 

To bring her to the marriage: room, | 
And carry on the match > 


- CHRIST's Words: 


Verſ. 9. If /be ba a wall, we wilt build upon her a 
palace of filver and if ſhe be a door, ue will in- 
cloſe her with boards of Cedar. f 


Love, Tl inform thee what we'll do, | 
With this our ſiſter dear, | | 
When by the goſpel-call I woo, 
And ſpeak into her ear. 


If ance the good work were begun, 
A s by my grace it ſhall;. 


— 


bug 


And ſhe by faith on me alone 


- Built like a brazen wall: 


We'il make the wall a work completg 
A ſilver palace far“) 


* Plal, cxlix. 2. 
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A 3 for my holy” Sp'rit 


I If once 1 make her heart . 


Ae . 


To dwell or eber hre. n SR 12 
* aun 


:% 


* 9 


£23 Kt 
Wide ope to take mein; _ 


Well as with ceMr-boards, Wt 2 


And ann her within. 


* 


We Father, Son, and Holy. Ghoſt, Bo 


Will frame, advance, and crown 
The happy building at our coſt, 
Which hell ſhall ner pull down. 


Fein outcaſt Gentiles baſe, atlength 
The wond'ring world ſhall ſee 
In num'rous iſſue, beayt 3 
n riv thee.” * 


- 
* 


„ 


- . 


AS 


The CHURCH's Words 


kind Lord, how gladly do I hear 
Thy romiſe made to me, 
For-ele& fiſter-churches dear t 
. I roll their care on thee, 


My ſweet experience elears thou vin 
Thus kindly deal with them; 
For I'm a wall moſt firmly built 
\ And rear's upon thy name. 


Thou mak ff ⁰ breaſts of graces grow 
Like ry tow'rs fo Ar ; 
I truſt what love. to me doſt how, 


To tham thou won't den. 


When grace my unbelief 1 10% 
And on my rock me fix d, 

Thy favour then. my ſoul e njoy'd, © 

_ With pee lovetokeay Ban 


8 — 


Verſ. 10. nn and my breaſts like tower: 
then was Tin bs gin as one thot fend fvow. 


4% A parofhraſe on the Sang of Solommwm. 
Then did my life's deportment nern 

Thine image on my heart; 18 

And thou thyſelf with pleaſure view _ 

The grace thou didſt impart. Th. 

„m joyful when to mind I do 11 
_ Theſe happy days recall? | 

By grace was I-built up, and ſo 


My little ſiſter ſhall. 


Verſ. 11. Solomon had a vineyard at Baal hanons, , | 


he let out the vineyard unto keepers : every ons 
for the fruit thereof was to bring a. thouſand: 
pieces of vor. N | | | 
Another object of my care, 
Beſide our ſiſter dear, 5 
Is likewiſe, Lord, thy vineyard fair, 
Already planted here. 
Our Solomon, the Prince of peace, 


1 A vineyard did poſſeſs, 
And to a multitude did leaſe, 


And let it out to dreſs: FIT 
At Baal-hamon, where he plants 
Upon a fruitful ſoil, « 
And ſervants with commiſſion grants 
10 keep it from turmoil. 


He takes the care in chief, but they 
An under-truſt maintain; 
He wakes and keeps it night and day, 
Elſe watchmen wateh in vain. 


From ev'ry ſervant there employ d t 
He ſtill requires the rent T | 

Of praiſe, for what they have enjoy d, | 

| And work to his content, 1 


Each one, for fruit that he aſſigns, 
Proportion'd tribute bring, 


2 Verſ. 12. My vineyard Hes) i before mes £ 


| The Ria Rate and caſe of ev'ry plant 


explained and applied ta Chriſt, yet being reckoned 


— 


% * 


| 2 7 Ws. 


33 for a thouſand shes „ 
A thouſand da 255 1 1 | >; 8 = 
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'CHRIST's Words. oY 


Mb : 
. ? 


my iar ears; * » 

My heart and eye is Sd 09 this 1 o & > ©, 
More cloſe than any MWhe re. 
'Tis mine by ſpealal Aght and grant, "4 
| By blood and conqueſt tooz e 


* 


Is always in my vie vw. 


MI vineyard in my boſom ſo ss 
Has therem ſuch a _ PLOW 

A woman ſoqner can forget &- oo Þ 
The infant of her wamb. n 


Though nature ſhould her ks deſert; - 
And mothers monſters prove; 
*Yet Zion dwells upon the heart 4 0 


Of everlaſting love. = 


The CHURCH' 8 Words. - 


mn hou, o Solomon, muſt have a a PteY 


and thoſe that keep the fruit theres two wane. 


True, Lord, the vineyard is thine own, © L 
. The charge is chiefly thine 5 15 2 
Yet under thee,” thou haſt made known, | | 


\The charge hand n of: 


1. vii. az. | 
1 The preceding part of this verſe, though already 


by ſome. to NT COTE N wo... 


ſumed as here. 7 YT 
; + id 
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: Tar: | Aparathrſt on the Son fe, 


This vineyard of mine own, alas! | | © oy - & 
Of late I did neglect; , LIN 1 
| But now I will the truſt (through grace) 
+ More care fully inſpe ct. 


My graces, talents, time, and all, 
That I receive from thee, * 
To huſband for thy ſervice, ſhall 4 
Be always in mine eye.” | 


The fruits of gratitude ll bring, 8 
which unto thee I owe: | -Y 
The vineyards revenue, O King, 46 
- Belongs to thee, I know. | | 


To thee a thouſand · fold pertains; - 
And when thou getrſt thy due, 

To under-keepers, for their pains, + 
Two hundred ſhall accrue, 


Though none that labour in thy name 
Shall of thy praife partake ; 
Yet what reſpect is due to them 
I'll render for thy ſake. 


CHRIS T's Words. 


verſ. 13. 7hou that dwelleft in the gardens, the cos 
panions hearken to thy voice : * cauſeme to hear it. 


O thou, my bride, that lov'ſt to haunt 
The gardens of my grace, | 
And ſolemn inns where ev'ry ſaint 
Delights to ſee my face. 


I'm pleas'd thou careful keep for me 
The orchards of my love, 
Until thy nobler manſion be 
The paradiſe above. 


The ſaints, all thy companions done; 
To ſocial worſhip bent, | 
28 or, cauſe me to be heard. 


* 
— 
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l graceful words;o hear, N 


Take this occaſion in thy 9 8 
To cauſe me to be dr nels, We 


Make me the ſubject of th talk, W ; wg” 
My name to be rever d. 85 — 
And while they to thy voice give ear, _ -- - © 

Cauſe me to hear it too, N — 


By fying poſts of fre nw ip hg 8 


eedom I 


Pl joy how oft I bear 8 thee, _ 
| Until the parting ſcreen” C 
And range of hills *twixt thee and me 
No more ſhall intervene. ' 7 


The CHURCH s Words. 


vert 14. * Make haſte, my beloved, and be ln 
D As 1 : 
tains of ſpices. © 8 


Ab, Lord, communion with thas: now N 

Is ſweet, but quickly oer; CT np 

We muſt not-part but with a view 2 
To meet again in glore. 


Mean time, let ill freſh news from thee 

ly ſoul from ſloth to purge) - 

Effect thy hearing oft from me 1 
As thou art Pleas d to urge. 


But O make haſte to bring me home 
To that delicious place, | 
Where fears and doubts can never come, 
Nor clouds to vail thy face. 332 


Be like a youthful hart or roe 
On Jo Fer wings of bern 


* 1 # 
fly mn : 
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I languiſh while 1 fin'below, 
And long to ſing above. 


1 ae th taſte thy grace 
b In gardens hers below: | 
But better: far to fee thy face 


"_ Above, where ſpices flow. 


3  Pheſe balmy he ts thy glory fills 
=. Till the refreſhing day: | 
Bot haſte, my love, upon the hills; 
1 Ee. Love cannot bear delay. 


Thy ſecond coming muſt be dear, 
O my belov'd, to me; 
For, when thou ſhalt with clouds appeat, 
a I then be like to thee. 


= Thy foes that awful day may hate, 
. And view with fear ful grudge; 
2 But, free of dread, 1 long, I waltz 
E My love will be my Judge. 


1 ardent pant with reſtleſs eyes 

I | To ſee thee face to face: 
F: _Noleſs than glory can ſuffice 
The appetite of grace. 


My months are ages of delay, _ 
. Each minute ſlowly wears; 
Till thy ſwift chariot roll away 
Z Theſe rounds of tedious years. 


No balſam can remede my ſore, 
Dill Jefus from on high - 

255 Shall cleave the ſtarry plains, and Ger 
The erz ta mountains fly. 


Rol days and Ing Ab the way 

Between my ſoul and thee, 

O haſte the con ſumma tion- day; 
Amen, ſo let it oy 
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